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THE FIRST CHAFTER.
Fizher T. Fish—Election Agent !
Y F it's bizney, Skinuer,-I'm on. 1f
I it ain't—vamoose the ranch!
Even you slab-sided Britons have
a proverb that savs: ' Time's

money !’ And I guess 1 amn’t wasting
the durocks. Nope, sir, nary a ruﬁ
cent [

8o apoke Fisher T. Fish of the Re-
move Form at Greyfriars to Harold

Skinner, also of that Form.

“1t’s buosiness, all serenc, Fishy,” re-
plied Skinner. i

The Yankee schoolboy eyed him nar-
rowly, Fisher Tarleton Fish did not
trust Skinner. In point _of fact, Fishy
trusted nobody. Mot of the fellows
sand that he did not even trust himself—
which, if true, was a striking testimony
1o his business weumen..

“For most pertainly Fishy did
deserve to be trusted !

He was.slone in No. 14 when Skinner
came 1n Johnoy Bull and Sampson
Quiney 1ffley Field—called Squiff, be-
cause life is short—shared that apartment
with him, But they were outdoor
feHowes,  which Fislh  cestainly - wasn't ;
atih just now, being for the first time on
rather bad terms with one another, they
"both had some tendency to stay away
from the study more than usual. 8o
Figh, who had turned No. 14 to several
uses which had not been appreciated by
its  other inmates—an  insurance office
lrad been located there once, and a pawn-
broker’s establishment at another time—
- was having things somewhat hiz own
way there at this period.

“Tt's this bizney of Wharton's resig-
nation,” sand 8kinner.

“Wharton ain't resigned yet—nary a
vesign ! replied Fish,

“He's going to, though.”

“ How do you know that, Bkinney? 1
caleulate you don't know, not for dead
sure,

“Bot 1 do!
1 do.”

Skinner’s

not

It doesn’t matter how—

information Lad been

cbtaiped from Billy Bunter, who had in

turn obtained his information through
the accident of his bootlace coming un-
done outside the closed door of Study
No. I, the headguarters of the Famous
Five.

[t was a somewhal strange acecident,
too, for Buanter was wearmng  button
boots at the timoe. But then strange
things Jdid bappen to William George
Bunter.

Now, Harold Skinner was far too wide
to take all that Bunter vouched for as
truth. But v this case he had gained
in other wavs mmformation that tended
ta show the Owl's story correct, and he
thought it gooud enough to act upon.

The eyes of Fisher T. Fish gleamed,
and his lean, eadaverous face took on
an eager leok. Skmner scemed to mean
something, and if there really was any-
thing doing that promised profit, Fish
was on it—no mistake about that !

He turned to the papers on the table—
papers covered with scrawled pencilled
figures. Those figurcs had to do with
the antivipated profits to be made out
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of one of his innumcrable schemes to
vxploit Grevfriars for his own benefit,
“1f it's biznev, Skinnev, 1I'm vour
man ! If it an't—git 17
“I've told you already it's bizney.

See here, Fishy. O Bolsover is no-end

keen on getting elected skipper in
Wharton's plare. It will suit us better,
too~-all of us who don't ecare about

knuekling under to Wharton and his set
of prigs.”

Fisir did not begin to perceive the
business proposition as yet. He fingered
hiz long r.-lllin thoughtfully, and c¢on-
sidered matters.

“1 don't figure that Bolsover stands
much chance,” he =aid. * Nope, sir!
Bolsy don't cut much e with the Form,
I guess T ain’t fond of the galoot myself.
He might be a heap more ecivil to me,
without bustin® a_biler about it.”

“ Bolsy's all serene, See here, Fishy.”

“ Nope, Skinner! If you want to put
a busimess proposition to me, 1l've no
objection to conversing some with vou.
But there ain't any spondulicks to be
gotten out of chin-wagging about Bols-
over, 1 opine.”

“Then you opine wrong, and you're a
;ai’l—headﬂd chump ! said Skinnes wrath-
ully.

“Cool off, you jay, or I'll make
potate-scrapings of youn, I guess! I don’t
want any of your rough talk handed out
te me.”’

“Ass!  Bolsover had a whacking g
remittance this morning.’

At that item of intelligence the face
of Fisher T, Fish underwent a sudden
and piwost remarkable change. He
beamed upon Skimner affectionately.
He seemed half ipelined to hug lum,

“Say! Now yvou're talking !” he said.

“You're no friend of Wharton's, ave
vou ¥

““Waal, T ealeulate that depends upon
things. I do allow that he’s a tarnation
sight too strait-laced to suit me.”

“You'd help to get him out, and get
oltdl Bolsover m?”

“1 guess that if Wharton resigns he’s
got himself out, Skinney, He ain’t
needing the friendly push from behind.
It's Bolsover against the next galoot
that rolls along then.”

“No, it's not, Because Wharton will
stand again |

“Who's been giring vou hot air?
That ain’t =sense.’

“Bense or not, 1t’'s the Bounder's
dodge. And Smithy 2 about as wide as
they make them—we all know that.”

“He's got Wharton on a string. I
caleulnte Smithy means to cut in him-
gelf.”

“Rot!"

Skinner was absolutely certain  that
this suspiciom was unjustified.

- Whatever he might pretend, Harold
Hkinner knew that Vernon-Smith was

.

not the fellow to be deceived by ambi--

tion into playing a low trick in these
dave. And even if it had been possible
that he shoukd do se, i1t was out of the
question that he should play it against
Harry Wharton.

Skinner knew—though how he knew
he might not have been able to explain
—~that not Frank Nugent nor Bob Cherry
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was more wholly loval to Wharton thun
the Bounder.

“He's not doing this for his health, 1
guess, anyway,” said Fish:

“He's doing it for Wharton.  It's a
crafty dodge, too. But we can make 1t
sult our book, 1 fancy. Todd won't
back out. That means a threecornered
fight. All the better for us! The Whar-
ton gang would vote for long-nosed
Peter before they'd vote for Belsy. But
with Wharton standing again all their
votes go to him. They'll come off Todd's
little lot—see? But they won't put
Wharton ahead, not if we manage things

Tight.”

“1 ain't seen the tail or the eye of
your business proposition yet, Skinney,
and I ecalculate I can’t afford to waste
any more of my valuable time on jaw-
bone exercise!”

“0Oh, hang you, what a Shyleck wyou
are! How would the job of election
agent for old Bolsover suit youi”

" Any sorter business that means du-
rocks suits me, sir | 1I'm from Noo York,
I am. GGive me a business proposition,
and 1I'm on it—that's me. I'm right
thar.  But 1 want my little schedule
made straight and plain before T walde
in—see 0 .

- “Ob, that will be all right. You can-
take my word for it.”

“.’HﬂpE_I” snorted Fisher T, Fish.
“That’s just what I can’t do, Skinney !"’

More in anger than in sorrow, Skinner
looked at Fish. He was well aware that
Fish would have been a fool to accept
his word as equal to a bond. He kuew
that he would not have accepted PFish’s.
But, for all that, the Yankee juniv:'s
distrustfulness displeased thi

“What do you want,
snapped.

" A proper, slick business agreement,
Skinney—that’s mine! Let's have the
parti-cu-lars down in black and whiie.”

*Well, this is the game. W want
someone to go round and canvass for
Bolsy.”

“What's to hinder you rounding wu
the voters yourself 7" asked Fish, wit
acuteness. For indeed i was not like
Harold Skinner to hand over to another
a job out of which he might have made
his own profit,

“It isn’t quite my line,” explained
Skimner.  “You see, you're more
popular with the chaps than I wmn,
Fishy."” :

There might well be two opinions
about that. But, as a matter of fact,
Fishy and 8kinner were about cqually
unpopular. The difference lay in the
fact that, while Fish was mainly on the
make, there was spite at the back of
most of Skinner’s wheezes. Bul Skinner
was not above being on the make, and
Fish was quite capable of being spiteful.

“Waa!, I guess if there’s durocks in

—
Daon’t T tell you Balsover's

then ¥  he

“There 1s.
fairly rolling in it just now?”
_ “Jerusalem erickets | Where do I come
in in that¥ He ain't going to ladle the
stuff out to me-—he doesn’t cotton to me
all ‘that, T calculate,”

“But he'd pay you cash down for
every vote you roped in,” :
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“Now, that's talking! What's the
figure? - And does the graft come out of
it, or do I take a lump sum and keep
all T can make out of buving the voters
cheap 7™

“Rats! You can't do that, Fishy!
It would be bound fo come out.”

“Goldurn me if I understand vyou,
Skinney! What is it you want me to do
if it ain’t graft?"

*I don’t know what vou mean by
graft, fathead! All we want you to do
13 to canvass the chaps, talk round them,
get them to promise their votes to Bols-
over.  You can’'t touch some of them—
they'll stick to Wharton—or to Toddy—
whatever you say. And you needn't
bother about Btott and Bneop, and two
or three others we can ceunt on, any-
way."'

“Gre-whiz!  You're cutting cut the
likeliest customers, Skinney!”

And 1t was true beyond all doubt that
1f the methods to be used were those of
bribery and corruption—briefly denomi-
nated “graft ' in the great Amiurrican
language—DBolsover's reliable supporters
were Iish's most likely customers. There
were few indeed of them who might not
have been bribed to support someone
else instead of Bolsover !

“My hat! You don’t expect to have
vour dollars without earning them, I
suppose "

“Waal, I ain’'t going round hunting
for thick cars,” said Fishy. "I guess I
don’t mind tackling certain galoots—for
u consideration. But there are some of
the reptiles 1 ain't going near with any
such httle story as * Vote for Bolsover,
just to please me’—nope !”

Skinner grimpned. He  thought of
Fishy going to such stalwarts as Bob
Cherry or Johony Bull on such. an
errand—which was preecisely what Fisher
T, (l;‘ish had quite made up his mind not
to do.

“That am't the game,” Skinner sgaid.
“It's the doubtful ones we want you to
tackle. Chaps like Russell and Newland
and Blauly, and that new chap Vivian.
And- Bolsy will-shell out half-a-dollar for
every fellow on this list whose vote yon
get promised to him."

_Fishy scanned the list, pursing his thin

lipa,
v Waul’, 1 swow! It's a steep proposi-
tion you're setting me, Skinney! I ain't

saying 1 can't talk these raloots over; but
1 reckon it's no huifduhar job. Nope!
I'm a slick Yankee—a business man right
down to the tips of my toes—that’'s what
I am! And I caleulate I've got to have
a fair contract before I start m to make
things hum!"

Skinner remembered that 1t was
Bolsover’s money he wua arranging to
spend, o that there was no need for him
to practise his usual skinflint tactics.
Morveover, to sccure Bolsover's election
would be of great benefit to him in
several wave. So he aaid;

“Well, if you're poing into the thin
heart and soul, Fishy, it might be worth
a trifle more.”

“Look hyvar! I'm on this, and T won't
haggle. But it can’t be done at any such
fool price. T'll take half-a-dollar for
every vote I get promised to Bolsover—I
gueas it will be good enough if I hand
over written promises from the voters!
"Tain't my fanlt if they go back on that,
13 1t? But 1 ealculate I've got to have
the whole Form to work, and it’s to be
another ten dollars to me if Bolsy gete
m, " ; :

“Why, you might draw a counle of
quid- without ever doing a blessed
stroke !

Skinner’s cconomical instinets revolted
against the notion of gquite such easy
money aa that for Figher T. Fish,

“Nope, sir! As I Bgure this thing

Rake’s Mysiterious Visitor!

out, your candidate’s needing votes real
bad, and he ain’t going to have a dog's
chanee to squeeze in without my heﬁni
I'll wire in right hard, but I calculate
that ten dollars will be necessary to get
me up to real concert-pitch "

Right or wrong, S8kinnér had made up
his mind that Fiehy was the one possible
election agent for Bolsover. Iﬂ; Was
plaueible and cunning—not popular, it is
true, but in spite of that he had again
and agam managed to rope into his
schemes fellows who might have known
better.

“It's all right, if Bolsy agrees—and I
can talk him over,’” ssid Skinner.

“I've got to have a contract, -SBkinney,
vou know. I ain't starting till I've got it
down in black and white.’

Skinner opened his mouth to answer,
when Johnny Bull appeared.

The mouth of Hﬂ.l‘Gﬂi Skinner shut up
liko a rat-trap, and he shot Fishy a warn-
ing slance.

Skinner did not want Johnny Bull to
know anything,

‘f See yon again, Skinney,’’ said Fish,

“¥Yes—and seo him somewhere else
next time!'’ pgrowled Johnny, *1 ain't
keon on rats in my study!”

: From the door Bkinper drew a Parthian
oW,

“1 suppose that's why you've got rid of
Field?""" he said. °

Johnny Bull flung a dictionary at his
head, But the door stopped the missile,
and the only consolation Johnny had was
scowling at Fishy, who, immersed in
caleulations of the profits of playing
election agzent for Buﬁm‘er, heeded Him
not at all,

( See Chapter 2.)

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Fishy Starts His Campaign!
e SAY, Rake, I kinder guess and

I caleulate-—"

“Do you, Fishy? 1 don’t par-

ticularly mind that; but I kinder

guess and calculate that you'd better go

and do your guessing and caleulating

somewhere else! We don't want any o
it hera!”

Fisher T. Fish locked inquiringly to-
warda the second inmate of Hake's study.

The Yankee was rather puzzled, and
oven when on business bent he had an
inguiring mind., ; -
_ Then he made up his mind. It didn‘f
look like Wibley, it was true; but Fishy
knew how very unlike himself- Wibley
could look when made-up for-one of hisz -
famous impersonations. :

“Waal, I eawow! I didn't recogniag
you, Wib—nary a recog!™ he said.

“What's your friend with the cheeses
cutter nose and the hatchet face getting
at, Richard?" asked the {!:Ltriuuﬁ-ﬁ:'rﬂkinﬂ
persaon whom Fishy had taken for Wibley,
And the voice did not sound in tha
least like that of the histrionic junior.

But ‘Fishy: was not to be so easily
persuaded.” :

“Oh, come off ik, Wik!" ho said. *1

uesa I'm too slick to b2 taken in like
that !’

“Is-this the American loonattic az I'v
been told Tangs out ‘ere!” answere
Rake's visitor, i :

And he advanced 2 pace or two in
rather a threateming way - - . =
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“Tfere, T say, keep off! Oh, Jeru-
salem erickets! None of your—— Keep
off, 1 say, er else I'll bo making potato-
nﬂrnplingﬁ of-—of somebody in about half
"o bick !

Fishy did not belicve that the eurious-
Jooking person was Wibley now. Wibley
wae net taller than the average fellow
in the Remove: and this fellow looked at
least six feet as soon as he began to move
upon Fish. ‘ -

It had happened to Fizher T. Fich
before to ﬁns people growing im stature
when they adopted threatemng tacties.
Perhaps his fears magnified them, for
¥ishy woa 2 borm funk. DBut that ex-
slanation would not have convinced him.

“VYou had better buzz off, Fishy!”
wmapped Dick Rake.

"Ff?}e:ﬂ, don’t be im a hurry! Lemme
say what I came to say before I evacvate
the shebang.”™

“Zay it, then, and do a bunk!”

“I gaoess I want teﬁnm;* whether you
mean to vote for Bolsover?™

Fishy had not much hope of Dick Rake.
But, though Fishy meant to leave ih
true-blue Whartonites severely alone, he
had made up his mind to try the
. Toddites, or most of them.

If he could enly pick up for Beolsover |

two or theee votes that Peter Todd would
ctherwine have had it might tom the
whele eourse of the election, get Bolsover
in, and line his agent’s pockete. For
Dalsovar's trivmph %‘mh would care little,
i.mt thoe other abject was very mear his
1eart,

“For Bolsover " said Dick Rake. “ My

hatt What's Belsevy want mv vote for?”
“ Christopher Columbus! What's any-
one want votes for?"?
“Dupno, Im sure. T've often

wondered. Or what anybody wants to

voia for "em for, come to that. IEver

been in the House of Commons, Fishy

“Nope, sir! I'm a live Amurrican
hd

“ Rather a pity! You'd look so much
better dead—and stuffed! We could put
a label on you—"

“1 ain’t interested in the decayed
institootiona of this hyar effete little
island, Rake, and I guess I ain't got the
time to spare to let you play on your jaw-
bone too long 1”7 g

“Right-ho! Cut when you feel hike it—
or sooner, if you ain’t in a hurry, becanse
I am, and you'll be getting it where the
ehicken got tha chopper prefty soon! But
what I wua going to eay when you butted
in, like wour President does, was that
I've seen the House of Commons and the
specimens in it; and I'm licked to the
wide to know why anybody alive should
want te vote for most of them!™

“1 caleulate you make me tired, Rake!
When are you going to get through with
your chin-music and come down to bed-
Mk?"
~ “Meaning Dolsover? It's a new name
for him, but——"

‘“ Are you going to vote forhim? That's
the gquestion, I guess!”

* You haven’t told me what he's stand-
ing for yet. Is it the bootboy's job he's
after 7

ki Nﬂpe!
You kuow a tarnation

“ Glad to hear that, because I conldn’t
ﬂﬂﬂ&ﬂi’ﬂ[lﬁﬂ“ﬂl‘}' vote for Belsy as boot-
boy. He ain't careful enough. FPve got
& new pair of patent leathers, and M's
war-time, so I may not get another pair
just yet. Is it the Head that's retiring 7"

“You frabjous ass! It's Wharton
that’s resigning, you galoot!”

“Hadn’t heard he'd resigned yet."”

“I kinder caleulate he's got to toe the
line, # he ain't made up his thinker to
it at the pregent identical moment,”

“My hat! You sstonish me, Fishy!"”
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Don’t be a chump, Rake!

. “Oh, you mugwump! Wasn't it you
“Now I come to think of it I did have
somethine to do with a petition-—if that’s
what vou'd ecall it-—to him, asking him to
get out. Dut that was in the days of my
youth—guite a long while ago.”

“Really? It seemed like an age to
me!  And you say Bolsever thinks hLe'd
liko Lo be captan?™

“Yep! hy shouldn't he, you jay?”

“Why shouldu't he, i it comes to
Ehﬁi;_?” murmured Dick Rake thought-
ully.

Fiif;j* felt gquite Enmura?*ﬁﬂh s

“Are you geing to vota for Jum, Rake’
*Eﬂt down to Ihzmey, you dacker! 1
haven't got all the iime there ia!™

“No? Wha do you fancy has got the
rest of it, Fishy? Never mind; some
unkind mdge, with a down on business
L methode, will be giving wou all the time
youl ;;-:'uulk, cne of these ine days, I should
sy
| Are voun gaing to vete for Bolsover?”
howled Fish, in dJdesperation.

“He thinks you are a deaf “un,
Richard,” said the corieus-locking person
whom Fizh had taken for Wibleg,

“1'll tluml about it, Fishy. Call again

in a vear or two, if vowre not demng
time thesn. Bed voo will be, if you don’t
y stop  doing  other peﬂ}ﬂct What’s that
paper in your hand$’
i The Yankee junior digplayed the paper.
He had written at the top of it in his
neatest hand-- which wae nothing o brag
about—" § promiee to vote for Bolsover,”
| Under this appearcd his own signature,
He bad thonceht of keeping this back, and
holding oui for & higher price for it than
a mere hall-dollir. But lie had eome to
tha eonclusion that some distinguished
fname was needed to give the thing a
 send-off ; and what could be better than
 his own?

Dick Rake's eyes twinkled, for he saw
the chance of a jape, and he loved japing.
Unobserved by Fishy, he gave the other
f occupant of his study a sign. and
| the cuneus-loaking-person
turned upon the Yavkee, and asked :

“What'es this yor President of vours
mean by all his antice <eh, young sharp
conk ¥"?

Fishy al onece proceeded to explain at
cansiderable length what a truly great
man President Woodrow Wilson was.

Dick Rake en¢ down to the table,
dipped & pen itn the red ink, and pro
cended to amend Fishy's heading.

When Rake had finished it read thns:

“1 PROMISE TO VOTE FOR BOL-
SOVER'S HAVING A FIRST-CLAES
BUMPING, AND HEREBY UNDER-
TAKE TO HELP GIVE IT TO HIM ™

Under Fiehy's name he wrote * R
Rake"

He had received the paper folded, and
he was polite enough to hand it back
in the sume state,

“ Have you signed?™ ssked Fisher T,
Fish, with a ghimmeving of suspicion,

“Yes— honouwr  brightt”  answered
Rake.

“Il guess that's all right, then” said

Fishy.

i And he went off, happy to feel that
he was bhalf-a-dollar peaver his exalted
ambition—which was, of eourse, to be a
milhonaire,

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Wibley's Part !
Why

b H., you idiot, Ihcky!
didn't you fasten door "
ENAD the eurious-loak:
person, i Williamm Wibley's
natural vowce, :
Rake was just about to tell him that

“1 guess it ain’t more thap a fortnight!” |

immediately

| he might have dene that for hamself,
when Billy Bunter rolled in.

“1 say, Ruke, old cha Why,
t what’'s Wib dreased up like that for?”
} “Rata! Who says that's Wib?"

“1 do. Oh, you can’t spool me, Rake!

I heard him speak. And if it aim’t Wb,
what's he doing in this EtudiT? Strangers
ain't allowed up here. ot that I'd
split, of course, Dicky, old scout.
know you ean rely omr me, don’ you?
The worat of it is that I have such a
strong sense of duty. Tt takes me some-
times like—like a pain in the inside; and
TT never know what I may let out. But
that's only when I'm empty; I feel quite
different after a good meal.”

“0Of course, T'll try
ior your sake, Dicky, old pal! But I'm
fanushi:]:f? and my sense of du
frightf strong when I'm in that
gtate.”

Dick Rake greaned. Billy Bunter’s
strong sense of duty, as he well koew,
wus nnly another name for blackmail.

“IJi isf:‘fib* there’s no use denying i,
as you hear ‘him . Now, 1 su
b pose you've got tnﬂm bribed to keep 1t
dark, you rotten Porpoise [™

“Oh, you are an ass, Dick!” said
b Wibley.
| Tt was all very well for Wibley to say
L that ; but the foct remained that the only

il it—though even that was not an abso-
lutely safe way.

tonred to being insulted like that, and 1
scorn the very notion of a bribe! My
high prineiples wonldw’t even allow me
E ?ﬂﬁ:m the mﬂtﬂan Iiut, as a matter
' a postal-or “am  expecti

has got delaved somehow——-7" gt

“twing to the price of butter?”
scoffed Wiblev. “ Why not try margarine
:'Lmti?l;l, T!ﬁh;%’h, 5 :

i “th, really, Wi can’t imagine how
{ you think of sneh absurd things! The
truth s —"

poisel”

“The truth is, T really don’t know
what the delay ts due to. My opinien is
that the postal-service is going from bad
' to worse !

“What's the fignre!” er Rake.
“If you could lend me seven-and-six,
ar, say, half-u-sov, belween you—-"

.an;it Ht.alu;e won's, either, unless h
potty 17

1t appeaved that Dick Rake had gone
Eﬂttj'--—'l'{.'r that extent, at least.
1 ik

had not really expected quite so much
| ws that, His piggish little eyes blinked
| bebind hiw ectacles as he saw Rake
produce two
| " Now, Bunter, not a blessed word
about thiswdisguise of Wib’s to anyene.
Twig? 1f you breathe a giddy ayllable,
you're ua good as a {i&&ﬂ.cﬂ;rpnuﬂ!' |
yvou keop it dark, Tl counsi the gques-
tionn of lending you another five bob—
some dax!”

satisfied with my werd of
should lhmllt 1 :
“T'd be hetter satisfed
vou safely muzzied|” said Dick Rake
Bﬂﬂtﬂrdl
in his resentment he to
| had ‘meant to tell.

onour,

*“So does a boa-constrictor,” remarked
Wibley, in a distinctly hostile tone.
[ to keep it dark,

duty gets.

“Oh; really, Rake, T am not gecus-

“Bay the ehocking whopper is, For- -

““ Betier say half-a-million,” suggested |

zrf-t‘:ruwnm ]

You :

| way of keeping Bunter’s mouth shut was
| to provide him with the wherewithal to-

Wibley. “1t would buy lots more grub

- —if yom got it. And you are just about

[ as ] ei;ingﬁh 4 ; S
* Buf——

“I'm net parting with a gi sou ;

ﬂt :
If-a-million, it 1s trae: but then Bunter

“Oh, realle, Rake, you o ht -Eﬂ,h; iy

if T could sce

“not like: that at all: and
muru_n_'th:i. he

“1{ yaou Jnew all that T knew : Bt
- he Hi;;d' mysteriously. “ But mom’s the

I don't mir you playing a trick

TR0 |
h.il:"li.-l (4}
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on Wharton. 1 am not at all pally with
Wharton just now: he isn't obliging. So
you can do what you like; % Eha'n"t
WOrry.

And the Owl departed. cackling, to roll
downstairs and out of doors to the
domain presided over by Mrs, Mimbie.
There he would be safe for a time; but
that time would be short. Biily Bunter
made very brief work of five-shillings-
worth of grub.,  And when once the cagh
harl! gone he was not to be trusted a
vaid. . '

Rake and Wibley
another.

“OF all the silly chumps—"

“Oh, dry up, Wib! Hpe’d spotted you.
The only wav was to buy him off. But
h!h:-sned if T thought he knew as much as
that!”™

“He'll go and tell evervbody. Tt's all
giddy well u-p! What's the rotten use
of planning a surprise for Wharton if
that fat toad goes and tells everybody
about it?"

Wibley spoke quite morosely. He had
taken a lot of trouble with his make-up,
and was counting upon a heavy score.
lLike Rake, he had no malice agaiust
Harry Wharton: but there had been a
riit in the lute in connection with the
Dramatic Boeiety, and Wibley felt that
it was up to him to prove to Wharton
how very-far ahead of anyone else in the
said society he—Wilhlam Wibley—was
when it came to a matter of imperson-
ation.

“Oh, 1T guess he'll forget all about it
when he beging to gorge!” said Rake
impefulljr.

‘Till he's finished, and has got what
he calls hungty again,” replied Wible
by no means hopefully, :
take his news to- another market
~And he won't hlilnﬂd mgfr{;l than an houy

or two tegret his gort of hungry again—
Hae'disﬁ‘fﬂug gorger !” e

“1T'm - going to fetch Toddy, to see
what he thinks of the disguise.” I reckon
it's  frst-chop, myself,” said Rake,
anxious to appease Wiblev, who had a
gooid deal of the artist’s usual readiness
to fike offence and let his wounded
vanity have full play. _ :

Wibley merely grunted in response,
But when Rake had gone he locked the
door with care, and then proceeded to
tuke a good view of himself in the glass.

What he saw there seemed to smooth
his  ruffled temper, for he smiled and
smirked at the figure which the glass
revealed,

That figure did not leok at all . like
Wibley of the Remove. 4 :
It looked old enongh to be Wibley's
bhigi 03 pucle: Or Rake's 'uncle, for
._. Eﬁrﬂ,'ﬁr W _-.' : 2 -r_""."'_'-l R e T
_Bat 1t did not look at all .the sort of
wiele o fellow would be keen on intro-
dueing his chums to.

The nose was purple, Oune wounld feel
sure at a-glance that the owner of that
nose had very little use for water as a
beverage,

Nor did the rest of “uncle” indicate
any special fondness for water in another

looked at omne

B,

way. - “ Haele ” looked frowsy, to say
the least of ik ' One ceuld easily imagine |
hion consi g the removal of his boots

as quite sufficwent-preparation for bed,
aud the passing of a damp—but not too
damp- nge over his face as an
adequate toilet. '

Write to the Editor of
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My hat ! If Wharton doesa’t twig me

—and I'll bet he won't unless that fat
rotter Dunter gives the game awav—
he'll feel above a bit sillv; silly enough
ko turn- him green, I fancy! And he
won't have anvy doubt afterwards that
I'm the man for an impersonation!”

A rap at the door sounded just then.

“Who's there?” agked Wiblay.

“Me—and Toddy,” replied Rake's
voice,

Wibley opencd the door. When IDhick
Rake and Peter Todd were inside he shut
and locked it again with great care.

Toddy stared.
~ “Blessed if 1 should have known that
it was you, Wib!™ he said.

“{f course not! Therse would be
nothing in it if any ass could spot me
directly.”

Peter Todd eyed him vp and down.
There was something in Toddy's face
that suggested reluctance. And pre-
sently Toddy vaiced that reluctance.

“It's jolly good. Wib! Tt does you no
end of credit. But T =ayv. old chap. don’t
you think we could ring it in on Balsover
mztead of Wharton?” '

“Whaffor?*” snapped Wibley.

“Well, Bolsy’s a candidate, too. And
he's the sort of bounder it soems fair to
piﬂ;‘ a jape like this on.”

“And why not an Wharton?”
Wibley.

“It ain't easy to explain. You chaps
know that I'm feeling a bit fed-up with
Wharton just now. But, even at his
worst, he 18 such an uncommonly decent
fellow. He wouldn’t do a mean thing.
And that makes it a bit off for any decent
chap to do a mean thing against him, you

snorted

‘know.”
“Rats! Do youeall a jape like this a
mean thime " ; :

“Well, it's going to burt his feelings
horribly, Wib. Wharton's proud——" "

“We all know that Too beastly
ewanky for anything! Why, the chap
actually nas the perve to set himself up
againgt me in theatrical matters, ™

Dick Rake grinned, and even the
serious face of Peter Todd relaxed.
“1 mean, Wharton's sensitive. D

not dead sure that the wheeze would
itfluence the result of the election at
all. But if I was sure I'd hate to get
i on it, as far as Wharton 13 concerned.
It's another matter with Bolsover. 1
hear already that he's preparing to bribe
chaps to vote for him, an %

“ Hold hard, Toddy !” said Rake. “ Do
vou think there’s any real danger of
Bolsy’s gétting in?"

“Well, no, I don’t. T can’t see the
Form standing that.”

“Then what's the giddy use of dodges
against Bolsoveir? [Ii's the other man

‘we've to look out fop.™

“1 don't care a scrap about that!™
broke in Wibley. “All I've got to say
18 that I sumply won’t be bothered to
play this jape on Bolsover. - It .ain’t
worth the trouble. Why, if Bolsy’s got
any uncles, it's likely enough they're
worse specimens than anvthing [ can
pretend to be!”

S My hat! Draw it mild, old chap! I'll

bet Bolsover hasn't a relative of any

sort who looks so giddy well off-side as
vou do in that rig-out!” =aid Peter
Taodd. _

Wibley smiled a smile of gratified
vanity. But he stood firm.

“It's Wharton I'm up against.” he
said,.  “I'm not denying that he's a
decent sort, Toddy. But I want to score
off him., And so do von. So there it is
in a nutshell!”

“ Besides, you agreed to the scheme,
Toddy,” said Rake,

_““And you're going to _give Bolsover a
hicking in the gym this afternoon. That
will about settle hiz hash,” Wibley
added. :
“He may lick me, though I don’t think

One Penny. 5

s0.  Yes, I agreed to it, and I'm not
going back on you fellows,™ answered

Peter.. *“It will have to be did, 1 sup-
'g’;{:s‘rfx But I den’t more than half like
it !

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Fishy Continues His Camjpa'gn !
ONTY NEWLAND, the Jewish

M junior, was the next fellow
Fishy tackled after leaving
Rake,

If Fisher T. Fish had looked at that
paper he would not have falt by any
means so elated as he did feel. 1t waa
by the merest chanee he did not look at
it, But he was in a hurry, and Wibley
had kept him from seeing that Rake had
tampered with the heading ; and when a
chap like Dick Rake aaigl that he had
signed —* honour bright"—it seemed goed
enough even to the suspicious mind of
Fisher T. Fish.

Newland loocked up from a book as
Fishy entered. Newland wus not
exactly a swot, but he did more I’Eﬂdil;g.
alike. for pleasure and in the way of
study, than the average member of the
Remaove,

“Well " Newland asked coolly, Tha
Jewish juniqr barred Fishy, He had
more patience even with Bunter,

“I reckon I want you to promise your
vote to Bolsover,” said the Yankee, in
his most carneying accents,

“What's Bolsover want with my
vote?
“Christopher Columbus! Air von

asleep, Newland? He's going to stand
for the caplainey, of course !” ;

“Tell your friend Bolsover that sitting
for anything clse would svit him better,
He'll never get 'in,” replied Newland,
and went back to his book. It was
“Monte Cristo,” and he was at the most
exeifing part.

“Hyar, I say, Newland! [ caleulate
I ain’t done talking to you yet!”

“Did you speak, Fish?"

“Nope! I fairly howled !

“Better go and howl somewhere else.
I'm'not keen on 1t.”

“*Newland! Come out of that tarna-
tion book, you slab-sided jay! Look
hyar, you're a Jew, ain't vou?" :

|  “I have that honour,” replied New-
land, without looking up.

Fish snorted. He did not think it an
honour.  But Newland was guite in-
different to Fish's opinion,

““Look hyar, Newland !
a bob——"" | :
*““Say no more " snapped Maonty New-
land. :

“You're on? I kinder caloulated
vou'd see reason inside two shakes of a
dog’s tail when it came to real biznes.
Mouney talks—eh, old pard?”

Fishy thought he had bought New-
land’s vote at the very cheap price of
one shilling—payment deferred, unless
Newland insisted upon a cash deal. :

“H you aren’i out of that door before
I count three, youw'll go out on your
neck, you beastly Yank !

“Gee-whiz, Newland! What are you
giving me? Here, let's talkk —"

Monty Newland aroze in wrath.
Fisher T. Fish fled in fear, but he did
not flee guite soon enough.

Newland's foot caught%im in the reaw
as he fled, and he made exit howling.

But for the unexpected luck of haviag
got Dick Rake's signature, Fish migh?
have turnced up the game at this stage,

“Makes me tired, this dces!"” mufs
mured Fishy., ““This dog-gone hitle old
island doesn’t seem to cotton mohow tg
the beautiful prineiplee of graft:
Where's a cha utandp when even the
Sheenies can't be bought? Now, in the
great Yewnited States, I opine—"

T Magxer Lisrary.—No. 480,
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Fishy broke off to consult a list of the
Remove studina. _

Then he emiled, and tapped his long
THO8e, ’

“Mauly ! he said to himsell. “And
Vivian! 1 ain't dead sure of the
buronet, but the earl's easy money for
me. A jolly good thing that bounder the
Rebel's in the punishment-room! 1
ain't keen on tackling him.”

Fisher T, Fish proceeded to Study
Mo, 12, This apartment was shured by
Lord Mauwleverer -who at one fime
bud it to himself Pict Delurey, the
South African junior, agd Sir James
Vivian, the schoolboy bavouct from the
slums. . .

Bui just now Delarey was shut up n
the punishment-reom, under a gualified
sentenea of expulsion.  He had fallen
out badly with Mvr. Quelch, who was 1n
charge of Greyfriars during the Head's
shsence. The Remove Form-master had
told hime plainly that he conld see
nothing for him but expulsion, but that
final sentence must await the llead’s
return.

Delarey himself had little hope. But
the majority of the Remove belioved—
and hoped-- that the 1lcad would be
found on the side of merey. For, after
all, flagrant as the Rebel’'s offence had
been, it wes not so black in character as
other offences which had been pardoned.
On the other hand, it was an offence
againsi  dJdiscipline—the  junior had
practically defied his Form-master--and
for that sort of thing the 1Head was
known to entertain o very strong dislike.

0 no one felt sure. But*while there
wis fife thore was hope, as Bob Cherry
l'-'ﬁ.i'i.-l.

Delarsv waa not i Stndy No. 12. But
in spite of that three fcllows were there.
Manleverer and Vivian, as Fish had ex-
peeled, and Bgmff—otherwise Sampson
Quiney IMey Field.

Fish did not in the least want to sec
the Australian junior—an inmete of hia
own atudy, but camping out just now,
sa to speak, on aeccount of a deeidod
difference of opinion with Johnny Bull.

I say, -Manly, old hoss, I want a
word with vou,” said the Y’ankﬂe, with
a glance at Squiil which was intended to
imply that the word was not for hia ear.

“Oh, begad ! Won't some other time
de, ¥ish? I'm horribly busy just now.”

Mauly did not look at all busy. It is
dificult for anyone to look that when
reclining on a couch with an ample
allowance  of cushions. But Mauly did
look depressed. So did Vivian. And
Sguif was just as dispivited ' ag they
ware, which was perhaps why he found
» dismal kind of satisfaction in the:ir

MOMpAany.,
They wew all worried about the
Rechel.,  And in another stody was a

¥Fourth fellow every bit as much worried
as they wero—Tom Drown, the New
Zealand junior,

“tﬁﬁpe ' Time's money!” yapped
Fisl:,
Mauly brightened up a Little. If time

waa money, then money was time, and
Ierbert Lord Mauleverer was quite
prepared to shell out for the bemnefit of
petiing rid of Fishy at once.

“Chuck mo my pocket-book, Vivian,
will you:"” he yawned. “It’s in the
diawer of the table, oy my desk, or in
the pocket of the jucket up thera— any-
way, I know it's somewhere, begad |

“Sea hyar, Mauly, I ain’t after your
duvocks,” said Fish.

The Yankee had little use for loans,
miless he needed ecapital for one of his
schemes, Capital thos subseribed had a
way aof taking to itself wings and Beeing ;
but in that respect it differed not st all
from capital subscribed to 2 very large

Tue MaewET LiBniry.—No. E‘l

1 goin’

proportion of the enterprises floated in
the City in the good cld days before the
war—days which it 18 1o Le hoped will
never return.

“That's just az well ! growled Squiff,
“For I'd have taken jolly good care the
old ass didn’t let you have them !”

“1I calculate it's no affair of yours,
Field., 1 ain't hyar to see you. Mauly,
old son, I want you to promiec to give
your vote to Balsover. You, toa, Vivian,
I guess.”

“You ean o on wantin',”
Jimmy promptly,
nothin’ of the sort.
you or Skinner, or
swindlin' cad 1"

This was straight {o the mark, and
Fishy looked pesitively pained, It did
not promise well for the success of his
canvass when a mere new kid like
VYivian, without cducation or manners,
took such a deeided stand.

But 1f Sir Jimmy astonished Fish,
Mauly fairly clectrified him.,

And Fish must have electrified Mauly.
Nothing much short of that could have
made the slacker of the Remove sit up
auddenly with that look of stern deter-

rald Sir
“I ain't goin’ to do
1'd as soon vote for
any other rotten,

mination on his handsome, good-
tempered face, '
“0Oh, begad! Bettor get out of here,

Fish, before 1 go for you!”

“Jerusalem erickets, Mauly! What
are you getting on your car about like
that?" gasped Fish.

“Time enough to get on my ear when
you have the amazin’ impudence to ask
me to back up that hulkin' brute of a
Bolsover against Wharton, begad !

“Wharton's a back mnumber. V¥
want a real, live, hefty skipper, with
some git-up-an’-git-thar about him, [

uess. A galoot that will make the fur

y, amd-—- 7

Fishy stopped short, and began to
back towards the door.

For something like a miracle had hap-
pened.

Mauleverer had asrisen in his wrath,
and wae coming for the Yank.

But S8quiff was before him.

“I'l save you the fatigue, Mauly!”
Squiff said,

He seized Fish by the collar. Bir
Jimmy opened the door, Bir Jimmy
was smiling broadly.

With one hard push the Australian
junior sent the American rolling into
the passage. And as he weni tha foot

of Sir James Vivian smote him with |
foree and accuracy.

*"Yun::mp? You—— Oh, you rotters!
I'il—7

“You'll vamoose the ranch withour
any more row, or youw'll jolly well wish

' vou had I said Squiff grimly,

Fisher T. Fish vamoosed the ranch,

“Tha - anks, Squiffi — tha - anks,
awfully !’ drawled Mauleverer.

“Oh, don’t mench, old chap! A
pleasure, 1 assure you! And I really
couldn’t bear the idea of your having

the fatigue of wiping that specimen up

yourself.”

“¥aas, it would have been a bheastly
fag,” said Mauly innorently, while Sir
Jimmy grinned, .

“Bo you're poing to stick to Wharton,
Mauly "

““Yaas, dear hoy.”

“We'ra for Toddy, vou know.”

“Yaas, Squiff, know that. Not
to argue with you. Too tirin’.
But I think sou're wrong, you know,
begad !

Therns were times when Squiff himsel
thought so. A row betwoen Harry
Wharton and- Piet Delarey had thrown
Squiffi and Tom Brown into Peter
Todd's arms, so to speak,

But neither felt guite easy about it,
and Sguiff, whose closest chum wuntil

We.
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Delarey came had been Johnny Ball,
one of the Famous Five, would not have
been in his usual high spirits now even
had the Rebel not been in the pumsh-
ment-room.

Mauly would not argue. But Mauly's
faith in Wharton was founded on &
rock. It did not interfere with his
friendshipr for Pelarey, of whom he had
bhecame very fond. It did not make him
hostile to Peter Todd, whom he lLiked
and respected, :

But in Mauly's eyes there was but one
posgible- skipper for the Remaove, and
that one was Harry Wharton,

Fishy limped off, moaning. He bad
regarded this wet noon as the very time
for a canvassing expedition. '

But he felt now that he had had guite
enough canvassing for one day. The
violent methods of Newland and Squiff
were more than a set-off for the =up-
posed adherence of Dick Rake to the
Bolsover cause,

Fishy did not even look at Rake's
signature, though it was worth half-a-
dollar to him-—as he believed.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
v, g:reghﬂum!ﬁ_*-_i__hid Bob
ihing like that.
—Totn Dutton and Harold Bkinner—
Bolsover, big and heavy for his years
gure, were like a3 man’s.
though Toddy had far more strength :
But Toddy was long in the arms, and
the Form. It was no small amet, either.
In that quoality the grey-

Bolsover v. Peter Todd!
HM Y hat! It's a case of masiff
Charry. G oyl
It really did look somes
Peter Todd and Percy DBolsover were
almost ready for the fray. Their seconds
wera just fastening the gloves on their
hands. .
was of the bargee or the coalheaver
type. His biceps, his broad chest, his
solid £
a trifle taller than Peter, ever so much
heavier, and undqubtedly stronger--
than anyone would have credited him
with, judging by his appearance,
that was one thing in which he came
nearcer Bolsover than any other fellow in
A far bigger asset, however, was what '
tho Bounder called *Todd's superior
mobility.” |
hound 1s far shead of the mastiff. Bol-
saver, though never an easy victim for

anyone, many & time gone down beé- -
cause he was so clumsy and lumbering.
There was much hanging on that fight.-

These two were H rton’s rivals:
for the caﬁhinﬁy of the Remove,

It was known now that before lomg
Wharton meant to resign, thus allowing
of a fresh election. But it was known,
too, that he would stand again, and if he -
came oub at the top of the poll would
continue as skipper. s

And that was quite reasonable, though
some of them refused to see it. With
the lists open for anyone who cared to
enter, Wharton’s coming out top would
mean a fresh mandate from the elec- -
torate, . : !

This ﬁ.ﬁ}lt was_held likely to have &
congiderable bearing on the election—so -
much so that it had comp to be looked _

upon as part of the campaign. ;
It wau]ﬁ have taken place a fortnight -
or so earlier but that Peter Todd had

a}mmumhﬂii to influeriza on the very eve
of it. :
Some had accused him of funk. Harry
bbb B s ot o fl e
at the time, ho up gage for
icked. . L
His generous action might have healed
the guarrel between him  and Peter .
Todd ; it would bave healed it had Peter -
had his way. _ , e P

He was -
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. But Harrr. smarting under defeat,
- made itl-empered by influenza, had re-
jected Today' s advances—rejocted them
with a rudeness foreign to his real
natuie, atd the natural conseqnence was
that Toddy's opposition had become
stiffencd instead of disappeating.

Nu benefit could come to Wharton
from the fight. 1f the beaten combatant
retired from tlie captainey lists, he would
gall snfa votes, no doubt. Bo the best
thing for hi+ chance would be that Peter
Todd should be beaten. For Peter did
not go in for half measnres.

“1f Bolsover can lick me, I chuck up
the sponge,” he told his supporters,
“1'm not fit to be skipper of the Form
if that bullyving lont is my master '™

Bolsover had come to ne such heroic
veternmination. Licked, he wouold still
carry on his campaign.

But his prestige would be lessoned by
defeat, Whereas, if be could only win,
he could point to a victory over each of
the other candidates; and, thongh he
was not really preud of his Buky trinmph
over Wharton, he might be trusted to
makae the most of it,

“{#0 10 and win, Bols
“ After that, wvou'll mﬁ

1" said Bkinner.
y need to take

down Cherry’s number to be the cock of

the Form beyvond all dispute!”

“(Oh, hang that for a tale!” said Bol-
rover irritably. “I've got a big enough
~handful bere, without talking about
going for Cherry when I've finished !

“Feel all right, Toddy 1" asked Tom
Dutton anxiously, It was a joy to Tam
that T'oddy had selected him as second.
Rake had wanted to act; and Bulstrode,
Ouilvy, Desmond, and Squiff had all
aoffered their services. But Peter would
not go cutside his own study,

“Topping, Duttion ™

“Tlere, den't talk about a whopping !

You aren't going to let Bolsover lick.

you, I'm jolly sure 17 :

“1 said *topping !’ " howled Deter.

“Oh, all serene! That's much more
like the style. But I wish you wouldn't
mumble so, "Tain't necessury to shout,
either. 1 nin’t deaf; only a little hard
of hearing.”

“Wish old Piet could see this,” said
Ef%uiﬂ' to Toem DBrown.

‘8o do I. Have you heard that the
Head won't be back for another couple
of days at least, Suuiff ? Rough on Piet.
Anything's better than suspense.”

“Wrong, Browney! The sack ian't
hetter. And Piet can keep a stiff upper
lip while he waite—he's that sort.”

“ Besider, Quelchy’s bound to cool
down & bit. I foney he's cooled dewn
already,” said the New: Zealand junior
thoughtfully. “My notion is he'd be
glla.d of & good excuse to beg the old
C off.”

"m
reinar

“*Ratks !

“0Oh, can’t I?! You'll seet Wharton
will, too, if he's got a ha'porth of sense,
If Toddy's knocked out, he kicks out,
Bolsover won't kick out. Bot by knock-
ing Toddy out he'li spoil his own
chances, for be's bound to go down in o
straight tussle with Harry.

“ Hang the election !” said Bob, frown-
ing. “his 18 a fight, and I'm backing
the man I'd like to sce win—and that's
Toddy. What do you say, Franky?”

“Ditto to you, Bob! I'm nrot down
on 'Toddy enough to want Bolay to beat
him, though he is 8 renegade 1"

*The esteemed Toddy is heapfully
superior to the venerable and ludierous
Bolsover, m spite of all his sundryful
slhidebackings,”” said Hurree Jamset Ram
Singh, -1 his weird and wonderful
English. ' :

“*Who are you shouiing for, Harry
old scout ! asked Bob biuntly,

Johnny Bull to Bob Cherry.

oing o barrack for Bolsover,”

You can’t do that, Johuny "]

g
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1 didu't come to shout. Bob,” replicd
Wharton, “But I faney 1t will take &
1oilly ot to make me shont for Bolsover!
Not that 1've any grudge against him,
either,”

Tn another group were Iolsaver's sup-
porters—a very sersateh lot, these. Fasb
was there, anrd so were Bunoop and Stotd
and Treluce and Elliott and Trevor, with
a fow othera. DBilly Dunter was not of
them,  He hung on the skirts of the
Toddite band. where were Rake and
Buizstrode and Squoiff and Tom Brown
and Wibley and Wipps and Desmond and
Morgan and Ogilvy and Hagzeldene,

Only three memboers of the Removr
were nussing —the Rebel, Mauly, and
Alemzn Todd, It was wor indifTerence in
any of the three cazcs, Idlarey could
not come, Mauly would not, and Lonzy
dared not. louzy was afraid of breaking
down. fle hated fighiing, but no one
wanted Peter to win more than* his
gentle cousin did.

Other Forma were well represented.
Here was a group of the Upper Fourth
Temple, Dabney, TFry, and others,
There showed Blundell and Bland of the
Fifth, with more- members of that grave
and dignilied Form. :

Hobson of the 8hell was referee. The
Form to which he belonged had
mustered to a man. Moest of the Sixth
had put in ar appearance, Wingate and
Courtney and Cwynne and North, Loder
and Walker and Carnre, were all thero.

And, majestic among them all. maoving
to and fre in  excitciment—though _he
would have been indignant with anyone
who had accused himn of getting execited
about a moere fag scrap, and having rude
things said to lum by those sgainsit whom
he
with his
Greene,

The combatants were ready now, and
thov advanced into the middie of the
ring, and touched hands at Hobson's
word of command,

Rolzover looked deadly grim. Toddy
smiled once; thenm upon ﬁia face also
came a grimly rvesolute look., There was
ne mistaking the fact that both meant to
fight to a fimakh.

Now they were hard at 1t

Bolsover's tactics were bull-like,

faithfal ard

aides,  Potter

do when they charge: but he came ax

1 Toddy as if he meant {o tess and gore

and crumple him up at the very outset,
‘But Petor Todd was far too wide

awakn to give him any chance of sucress

in the first rush. .

Toddy was quite it now. He kpew
miraself infinitely Bolsover's superior in
nimbleness, and ho meant to use that
superiority to the utmost extent.

S0 he ducked and dodged, and eluded
the bully's heavy punchea, and did not
even try to hit back except when he saw
an easy opening.

“The bounder thinks he's waltzing,”
said Johnny Buil, in lonee meant to in-
dicate disgust.
really disgusted. A& heart he was on
Peter's side, whatever he might say.

“He'a playing the right game,” said
Bob Cherry critically. “And he can
keep it up, too. Teddy's not going to
let himselt get rattled.”

“Didu't know Todd was so clever™
remarkad George Wingate to his chum,
Arthur Courtney. “T here’s brains in his
fighting. "

“Yah! Why don’t you stand up to
him and fight?" howled Btott.

The first ronnd ended with Todd un-
marked and breathing eastdy, in apite of
all the exercise he had taken.

Bolsover was also unmarked, except
for a slight reddenine of one cheek
where Peter had got nicely home on him.

arged—was ihe Wostricus Coker.

He |
[ did nat shut his eves as balls are said to

But Johnny was not,

]
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to do,
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But Bolsover lhad nlse talen plentr of

oxercise; and. in oapite of the fact thist

he was vo slacker, he Tl the effect of ot

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Bo'h Game (o the Finish!

HE sccond vound was a good deal

I hke the first, aud the Holaover

faction wuxed very  1mpaticnt
indeed,

“Chnch him. Bolsy ! liowlod Troluce.

Bolsaver tried his hardest. DBut Peter
was 80 desperately clusive. Just when
he scemed wel cornered he would slip
ot somehow, leaving Bolsover, ke
Loed Ullin, lamenting.

But escaping  punishment does nat
mMean  winning against an opponent o
determined as the holly of the Roemove,
and Peter Todd realised that as fully as
did any of these wlo watched. He had
to wear Bolsover down; bnt he had also
to hit him, and, moreover, to hit him
hard.  Nothing far short of a knoek-
down blow meant much to Perey Bol-
sover, Punches that would have made
Skinner or Fish throw up the sponge
only eaused him to toss his great head,
ad if getting rid of a troublesome fiy.

S0 in the third roond Toddy rieked
more, let the bully come to cleser guair-
tera, and took his part k A man In
somo hot exchanges.
~ He bad not the better of them. Tle
hit Bolsover oftener thau Bolsover hit
litm, and he hit hard, too; but Bolsover
hit harder, and, for all his toughness.
Poter Todd was not fitted by Nature o
cidure guite so much battering as his
heavy oppancnt, |

Bubt whercas -Peter was zull perlectiy
cool, Bolsover’s red face hmJ}E grown
furious,,

1t was not that Bolsover liad counted
on an easy victory at best.  He knew
Toddy too well for that,  But he neves
had fought, and he never would fight
long without getting savage,

"It was the nature of the beast,” as
Bob Cherry told Johuny Bull, '

“"Why didn’t you sing out ‘CGlory,
haliclujah " when Bolsy got home on
Toddy's jaw, Johnny?” Bob asked,

“Mind your own bizney!” snapped
Jolmny,
~ Toddy returned to his mobile tactics
in the fouwrth round, and fairly anade
Bolsover chase him. It was all in $he
game, It was the right game for Peter.
But it angored Bolsover’s partisans, and
it made DBolsaver himself frautic with
rage.

“Heng you, stand up to me, Todd!
Don't make a sprint race of it!" he

.guarled_.Tasdd the hﬁ?dhﬂim'iiheh round came
just as Toddy slip im again,
“ Presently, old chap,” replied Peter

coolly. !

*'(zet him on the a, and sniash him
to piccos!” advised Skinner.

“Come and do it yourself, you idiot!”
retorted his principal.

“You ain't hittinjig:im quite as often
as 1 should like to you,” said Ton
Dutton.

" Perhapz not, Tom," Peter said,

“It isn’t rot, Toddy! Yon can't hek
him without hurting hum, and you car’t
hurt him unless you hit him!"

“All 1n good time, old scout!”

“It ain't rhyme; 1t's reason. Den't
talk through wyour hat, Toddy "

Billy Bunter was disappointed, and

zaid so.

“Toddy will get licked,” he said.
“And it will ::ﬂﬁ]-n hrough not taking
iy advice. I tald him what he ounght
There's only one game to -
with & chap like Bolsover. Knoek hi
down =straight away, and keep on knock-
wmg b down til {{-‘s bad enough!™-

T MagyeET Liamany.—No. 48).
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% Not half bad advice—if 1t waz only
ou or Bnoop, or some hero of yvour
idney, Bunty,” said Tom Brown. * But
Bolsover ain't quite so easy to set totter-
ing, and hie might possibly necd sending
over mwore than onee, you know 1" _

“He's down!  Brave, Toddy!  Oh,
goit!  There, you see, yvou fellows, he's
taking my advice at last! It ouvght to
be all right now!” howled Bunter,

But it was not so simple as ali that, |

Bolsover was up again before Haobson
had counted live, and before ancther five
could have been counted Peter Todd was
on his back,

Peter was also up in time, bot he was
worse rattled than bis antagonist, A
knockdown blow from Bolsover was no
joke, Peter realised that he must not
risk too many of ithem.

“ Break uawav, there!  Break away,
there 1 called Hobson early in the next
round.  “This is o glovelight, uot a
wrestling - mateh 17

Bolsover was intent on gettung Toddy
rornered, amd in trying to do it came
very mear fouling more than cuce. He
did not really mean to foul; he wanted
to use his weight and strength, just as
]:"“Iilztnr wae  using his agility—that was
all.

But his tactics were more question-
able than Toddy’s, and Hobson was noct
the fellow to stand any nonscnse,

Rix rounds had passed, and yet there
was nothing to indicate the result.

Peter Todd was fresher than Bolsover,
and far cooler. On the other hand.
Bolsover, though panting heavily, was
scarcely damaged at all, and at any time
he might get in a piledriver that would
prove too much for Peter.  All a fellow’s
pluck and resolution are of ne avail when
once the referee has counted “nince—
out !”

And that very thing nearly happencd
to Peter in the seventh round!

A couple of inches to the left, and the
blow would have been right on the poiut
of the jaw. Even as it was, staunch
Toddy went erashing down, and lay there
gasping, and heard Hobson count, and
seemed held by a spell against which 1%
was vain to struggle.

“Why don’t you cheer?’ growled Bob
Cherry in the sar of Johnny Bull,

“0Oh, hang it, shut up! Can’t he get
up? Oh, buck up, Toddy, old man!”

“Try again, Toddy!" shouted the
Bounder, who had come, like Johnny,
meaning to yell for the other man.

But neithor could put aside the friend-
rhip of the past, At vhe ecritical moment
it tugged at their heartstrings.

Harry Wharton did not shout, but he
watched with dilated cyes and a tense,
drawn face, fecling that if Peter Todd
was beaten it would be hardly less bitter
for him than going down to defeat him-
self before the buﬁ RBolsover.

“Hooray ! Gﬂo«f old Toddy ! roared
Squifl.

“PBut he's done,” said Wingate behind
him. “The other chap could push him
over!”

As Hobson eounted “nine,” Peter had
ecrambled to his feet, He stood sway-
ing, his guard fatally low.

%n]mwr drew back his arm for the
blow that should end the fight, He
knew he could deliver it; he took his
time. And he looked a brute as he
gloated over his anticipated victory,

“Time """ snapped Hobson,

Bolsover's arm fell to his side. He
might be a brute, but he was not mad
enough to strike after that cull. He
ground his teeth as he stepped back.

“(Oh, shut up, or I'l smash youn!”
those mnear - him heard im snarl at

Petor Todd, -rﬂsting on Tom Dutton’s
kunce, said nothing,. He knew what a
Tae MaigWE? LI1srary.—No. 480,

narrow squeak that had been for him.
Tom Dutton said nothing. either; but
with loving eare he sponged Toddy's lips,
and the =queeze he gave his chum’s
shoulder as Peter got up again was like
a blessing,

How Poeter lived through that nexe
round he never knew., Somehow-—any-
how! In his brains buzzed some lines
of Kipling’s he had often read;

“1f you can force vour heart and nerve
aml sthew
Ta serve yvaor turn long after they
aAre gone,
Angd &n iﬂld on when there s nothing
111 Yol
Except the will which says to them
*Hold on!™ "

That was what he was deing.  There
was nothing in him but the indomitable

will.  But, with zome luck, it served his
turn, :

Bolsover's hitting was wild. That was
luck. And Peter averted what must

have been another knockdown blow by a
guite accidental—or, rather, automatic—
movemoent of his head. which caused it o
waste itself on thin air, That was luck,
too—great luck !

And the next brief vespite did him far
more good than it did DBolsover, who
know that it must help his opponent, and
was made savage by the knowledge.

Peter came up to the scratch again
coolly, almost jauntily. And he was
smiling, too. verybody noticed that.
But when a fellow has pluck like Peter
Todd’s he can smile even in defeat.

Wasz it to be defeat for Taddy? If he
could ecarry on through this round his
chances would be guite good, thought
those who knew best, for they saw that
Bolsover was going to pieces, It was
not nerve or courage that failed him;
but he could not keep «ool, and his
punches were getting wilder and wilder,
less and less straight from the shoulder.

He had always had a tendency to the
round-arm style, which is all very well
if one’s opponent will give one time to
get home with it

But Peter Todd was giving nothing
away. He lived through that round—
came out of it ftter than he went in,
smiled still, and sti)l was as cool as a
cucumber. “Heart and nerve and
sinew * were doing their work again
NOW, _

So again they faced one another. And
Peter went down, but was up again with
a quickness that surprised even himeself.
Bolsover made in at him, panting, bull-
like. Petor side-stepped, and hit out,

Behind thoe ear his gloved fist took
Bolsover. 1t did not look like a knock-
out blow. But Bolsover fell heavily,
clumsily, fell over himself, as it were, lay
there gasping, and struggled too late to
Fise.

“ Eight!” counted Hobson erisply,
neither fast nor slow. “Nine!” he
counted. Then:

l‘lﬂut 1F|

Bolzover was beaten! (Game to the

last, he was yect beaten—beaten almost
before his auipﬂrtﬂrs had done exulting
over what looked to them like his certain
victory, :

He did not take it badly. There was
the stuff of manhood in Percy Baolsover
under all his faunlts, He growled, it is
true; but them, it was his nature to
growl,

“1 thought I'd got you sct, and so I
should have had if you hadw’t had pluck
enough for a score, Todd!” ho =said.

“And I thought you'd got me set,
Bolsover,” admitted Peter frankly., “It
was just juck !” 3

“Mind you, I'm not chucking it!"
growled Bolsover. - :

“Why should yeu!" returned FPeter

cheerfully,

(=]

can junior knew nothing
And a colossal jape leaped into hig -
mind at once. He wondered that the .

He Lknew what his oppoucnt meant.
Bolsover still
taincy.

And rhaps his licking bad not
spotled his chance so much as it might
have done, There was no difgrace in
tt,

Congratulations were showered upon
Peter Todd. But the Whactonites wera
not among those whoe crowded round
bhim. ‘They had cheercd ‘his victory,
but, having done so, they marched off.
Peter understood. He had heard Bob
Cherry velling him on, and Johuny Bull,
too, and Mark Linley. And well he
know that Harry Wharton and Frank
Nugent and Inky could
themgelves to want him bealen.

Sir Jimmy; risking an impot, rushed
off to shout the news through the key.
hole of the punishment-room to the
Rebel,

“Thanks, Jimmy boy!" said Dclarey
heartily, “{‘ongrats to pgood old
Toddy [

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Dick Russell Takes a Hand!

HE excitement of the fight had

I cooled down next day. Bdth

combatants went about with

honourable bruises, upon which
Mr. Quelch, who detested fighting, cast
his eagle eye, with the result that each
had three hundred lines awarded hum.

Fisher T. Fish gathered that Bolsover’s
cuke was no more dough tksn it had
been before the fray., Perbaps- his
chances had undergone a slight change
for the better among the Remove
generally, though Stott and Snoop might
snecr at him in private, _

There are many worse things than &
licking in fair Gight after one has come
near to winning,
it does not entail disgrace. And fellows
remembered that Bolsover had insisted
on waiting till Toddy was quite fit. That
counted.

So Fishy thought it time to resume his -

electioncering campaign,

He tackled Dick Russell.

 Russell was numbered among the
Whartonites.  His greatest chuin—

Ogilvy—had said so, and after that Fizh
might have had sense enough to leave
Russell alone.

For if Russell would not turn his coat
to be on the same side as Donald Ogilvy,
by whom he had stood when all the
Form was against him, it was scarcel
E_ij:ﬁjr he would rat to please Fisher T.

L .

It may be g&'ﬁingi but -

had hopes of the cap-

never bring

But outeide the Famous Five them-

fellow
opelesa
Those not in the mner
at least try, spurred to

gelves Mark Linley was the unlil
whom Fishy would regard as
from the outset.
circle he wo

the attempt by hopes of what he called

““the durocks. 2
“T kinder caleculate you might be in-

dooced to sign this yer doc-u-ment;

Russell,” he =aid ingratiatingly.
“What is it?” asked Russell,
it up. Fixv.hEl had mot unfolded 1it.
But Dick
his face quickly in order that the cununing

Yank might not see the gleam that

danced in his eyes.

There was nothing slow about Dick
Ruszell. He tumbled at once to wha:ﬁ,_

had happened. He did not know who
had been adding to what Fish

written, but he felt sure that the Ameri-

picking -
ussell did; and he lowered

had
of the addition. . -

fellow who had made that addition had-

not thought of it.

. He wondered the
-more when he realised that it must have
been Rake who had played that tricks
Dick Rake was & renowned japer, 1% -
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would be 2 hig score over him for
‘Russell to beat him at his own game.

"Il sign with plegsure, Fishy,” ho
eaid, taking eare i hold the paper ro
that Fishy could not sco what was on it,

“Good egg!” said Fisher T Fish,
“1 rather opined, though, that yon wers
a hard-shell Whartonite, Ruseell.”

" Bhows whai mistakes it’s possible to

make.” answered Rusaell

“Yep! Hurry up, old hosz! I'm in
a8 hurry.”

“Busy, Fishy$"

“T am so!™

“Tell you what—I believe T could get
fquite a lot of chaps to sign this for vou,
if vou like to leave it with me for a day
or a0. I can’t be sure. of course. DBut
there's Huzel and Bulstrode and Ogilvy
and Desmond—oh, and lots more. Let
me have a shot !

Russell did not speak too eagerly.
That might have aroused Fishy's sus-
preions.  Hia tone gave the Yankee the
rrapression that he was a recent convert
to the Bolsover rause, and rather wanted
to bring over some of the fellows he was
most friendly with in order that his own
change of coat might scem Jess marked,

The proposal suited Fish. It would
give him time to look after some of the
more likely half-dollars. All the féllows
Russell had mentioned had query marks
against them on the list.

“That's some notion,” he said. i
don’t mind. But, look hyar, old pard.
Gimme that sheet with vour name on it
and Rake's, and let me make out a froeh
one for you.™

““Oh, no! TI'd rather have this one.
Therc’s a start made on it, you see.” |

“Waal, I calculate it don't matter a |
heap,” replied Fishy, as Russell thrust
tho sheet into his pocket, Treluce and
the rest were not likely to need the moral
support of Rake and Russell, Fishy
cpaned.

"You'll hand over the schedule to me
when rf’l:ll.l"t"ﬂ' done your bit, Russell?”
he- added, still unsuepicions—a remark-
able state of mind for Fisher T. Fish, ]

“I will, Fishy; and I fancy you’ll be
above a bit surprised to see what it
looks like!" 3aid Dick Russell. keeping
his face straight Ly a mighty effort.

Fish went off, to get "“No savyy !”
from Wun Lun, who never “savvied ”
when it did not suit him, and signaturos |
from Treluce and KElliott and Snoop and
Stott, and a protise to think it over
trom Trevor, and shecr cheek from )
Billy Bunter, and the kick-out from Tom |
Brown,

And Russell went off, chortling glee-
fully, to get signatures in plenty from
tellows who thought a good bumping
would do Boltover na hurm, anyway.
and to ecrow over Dick RBake. whao ha:l
started the great jape, but had failed to
sce its tremendous possibilitics !

— et

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Bunter and the Seeret !

$6 ALLO, hallo, hallo!” said Bob

Cherry, “Herc's  Tubby !
Here's Deter Todds right-
hand man! Ilere’s the second

in command of the Toddite army ™ ;\

The weather remained persiztently
bad. It mattered the less sinee footer
wai over for the season, and cricket had

hardly yet begun.

Bat it did matter, and more to the
Famous Five than to fellows ik
Bunter and Bkinner and Fisk, who had
no special relish for cutdvor cxercise,

A fal face, wearing a big pair of!
spectacles and a large smirk; had just
appeared at the deor of Study No. I,
where the five were talking over the ane |
great question of the day in the Remove |
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—who would rome out at the
poli 7

“Oh, really Cherry,
the rort,” replied BRunter
“1I'm not sure that T sha'n't

I'm nothing of

sk

aliogether, and come back to  this
gtudy 1
“We are, though." said Frank

Nugent firmly,

“You don't really mean it. Franks,
old pal. We threc Fut along no end
well together in the ofd days, didn't we,
Harry, old scout?” ,

"Can’t remember anything of the
sort,”” said Harry Wharton. ‘“Have you
anything to say to us, Bunter?  Becnuse
if you have, sav it, and go! If you
haven't, go. and don't mind about ROy -

thin% elpe. ™ .
“Oh, really ' Look here. I'm quite

fed . with Toddy, anyway.”

“"ﬁ?ﬂt ain’t nEr affair.” growled
Johnny Bull. *“ And we ain't se down
on Todd that we grudge him that much
comfort. "'

“You don't nnderstand, Bull, T really
didn’t expeet vou to: FOU NEYEr wWere
vory quick,' said Bunter loftily. * DBus
if I take Harry's side, it may make all
the difference, you know.” 3

“Fourteen_ stone, more or less,” mur-
mured Frank Nugent.

“But this min't a weighing competi-
tion,” said Bob,

*“It's & matter of votes. _And this
worm has most likely sold his vote to
Bolsover already. I give Toddy credit
for being too decent to buy ’em, so that
was hia only market,” Johnny Bull said,
with the candour that was his wont.

“It’s a matter of popularity, too,™
said Bunter, turning up his fy
nose.  "I'm much more popular than
you are, Ball!"”

“My hat!
bladder of lard!
there, if it's true
running short.”

o Ang what has the honoured and
ludicrous Toddy inflictfully done to tho
%h;urd and disgusting Bunter 7" asked
nky,

“The beast! e made mo get up
carly thisa morning, and run three times
round the Close,” answered Bunter,
with deep resentment in his tones. “Tt
wag rainng, too.”

“Ah! 1 thought yom were looking
rather thio, Billy,” said Bob Cherry
sympathetically. _

The Owl locked down at his protiy-
berant waisteoat, It fitled without a
crease. . Sull, Beb might be right.

“Yes,” he gaid dolefully,
exactly how I feel, Bob, cld pal! But it
isn’'t so much the runving. ™ I can run
as weil as anybody, when 1 choose. Tt's
aheer starvation! T haven't had a bite

Go to Germany, you
You'd gt a welcome
what is said about pigs |

81101 hrt‘&kfﬂﬁtf_" !
sald Frank Nugent sarcas- |

“Awful I
tically.

“Do you soppose we have "
Johnny Bull

“Oh, well, it's
you fellows! You don't need so much
ar 1 do to keep you in good condition.
I'm famishing ["” 3

growled

“This ain't the postal-order depart-

ment,” said 3ob.

“Nothing doing, Porpoise I grﬂﬂﬂd*

Johnny.

“Whe said anvthing about a tal-
order? I didn’t. 1 may be peckish—
starving, indeed! But I suppose ['ve
got my pricde!"

“Never noticed €.  Where do you
keep it?” returned Frank Nugent.

“I'm not a Bunter de Bimter for
nothing " '

“Then we've been mistaken all
We always thought you wers,”
lt':umnrmla Bﬂh.l “A{.ﬂi

anging to it, I wonder you
the proceeds insiead of

along.
there's something
don’t gorge
sponging—-”

top of the ]
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“Really, Chorrs'! I did not think you
were quite so dense. [t’s no good wast-
ing sensible conversation on fellows like
you and Bull '™

"The less of your eonversation we get

at hitle |-

0% Thlt?s.

the better we like it,” growled Johnny
Bull. =~ “Though ae for 'its being
sensible— "

"1 came here to tell you fellows some-
thing.”

“¥Yonr have told ns. Yon say you are
hungry,” Harry said. “Well, it doesn't
interest 18, 80 you may as well bunk !”

“But it's important, Harry, old man—
really it is! On second thoughts I don’t
care to tell the whale crowd. Cherry
and Bull are persons withk whom I have
nothing in common.”

“Biggest compliment T've ever had
yet, Porpoise,” said Bob cheerily.

Johnny.

Vernon-Smith and Mark Linley came
in together just then. .

“What's  the row?” asked tio
Bounder,

“It's only a gas-escape.” replied Rob.

“Look here, Harry, old pal, I'll tell
you; but I'm jolly well not going to
talk befora these chaps,” eaid Bunter.

“0h, gn to Bath! I don’t want to
hear !" snapped Wharton.

“1 think I should lsten to the fat
frand's yarn, if [ were you, Wharton."

said Vernon-8mith gravely. * What do
you say, Linley?%”
“I ° egree ~with yon, Smithy,

answered Mark, also very seriously.
Harry locked hard at them both.
Evidently they knew something which
he did not. hy couldn’t they tell him ?
But they did net know it all. Vernon-
Smith had got a hint that might have
passed unnoticed by a fellow less keen.

[ All that Mark knew was what tho

Bounder had told him as they came

rlong the gn together,
“Sh. I'i[ hear him, if you fellows can

sec any sort of wse in it,” Harry said,
rather wearily.  “ (Come nlun&;, Bunter;
we can go cutside, There isn't any rain
worth mentioning now.” "

Bunter folled downstairs after him.
Not a word did Harry say on the way.
He did not look his usual cheery self—
and he wasn’t! -

Out in the Close Bunter came to the
point—the point that secemed of most
mmportance to him,

“I say, Wharton, you’ll be a decent
sort and lend me half-z-crown till my
postal-order comes, won’t yout I ﬂﬂFh’l‘F
to have had it this moraing, but—-"

" Here you are, you fat sponger!”
said Harry ecrossly, :
But for the Bounder's hint he would
have refused either to shell ont or tc
listen to another word.

very different with |

said the?

“1 suppose you couldn't make it
fve——"""
“Do you think T'm made of money,

vour idiot 7 &

~ “0Oh, really, you meedn't be so bad-
tempered, Harry! I'm vour friend.
It’s oniy because of that I am letting
this out. I won’t haggle. But I fancy
you'll think it worth another half-crown
when I’ve told you. He, be, he!"

“If you don’t look sh e :
“I've-always liked you, Eur_ry. And

Toddy’s simply beastly to me just now.
ke sayz he wants to make a man of me,
Bat if he 2 on a8 he's doing ]::»E’l much
more likely to make a corpse!”

“1 den’t cure to hear anything about
Todd. Tf you have been spying, you
might know better than to coms to moe
with your tales!”

“I—I haven't been spying. Don't
talk to me like that, Wharton!. I think
you forget sometimes what a proad ctigac

I am, and one belonging to a
fﬂ.mila‘ too ! <
HE MaogweEr Lszany.—No. 480,

Oh, bump the fat worm!” enapped

-
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#“All the time,” -said Harr
¥ Your crammers don’t go
m'E"..:IT

“ Bub-bub-but this is true! They've
cooked up a dodge to make you lock an
ass, Harry!"

“t Hanged if 1 care much! I am an
ass, or else I shouldn’t be listening to
your rot!”

“But it 1=n't rot, and you'd better
know—roally, yon had.”

“Who are they?”

“‘Rake and Wibley, At least, Toddy’s
in it, too, of course.  But it's mostly
thosa two. Wibley 1s & rotten outsider,
and Rake isn't a fat lot better!”

From which it may be inferred that
Bunter had made a further demand for
hush-money, and had been refused;
which was exactly the case.

“That's enough, Bunter! Tt Rake
and Wibley—yes, and Todd, too—do
what they like!™

“Bub-bub-bub-but, Harry, old chap
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“Oh, ring off!
any more!”

“ Bub-but Wib’s going to dress up and
pretend to be some relation of yours—
un awful outsider! If you'd seen him

!

bluntly.
own with

I don't want to hear

“T haven't any relatives who are awlful
outsiders!” snapped Harry.

“That doesn’t moke any differenca.  If

they can got the fellows to believe it, it's
just the same as if it were trua. It's
im.on done before—."
. Yes, it had certainly been done before.
There had bheean Coker's Canadian
cousin, and Skinner’s “ Uncle Joseph,”
and Frank Nugent had worked off a. very
big spoof as Mirza Khan, the Indian
man of mystery. And there were other
instances.

And it conld be done again, no doubt.
Harryv would not think 1t much of a joke
this time. With the election pending, it
ssemed to him a spiteflul attempt to dis-
credit him. And to think that Wibloey
and Dick Rake had planned it! The
thpught hurt him.  As for Toddy,
thougzh his might be a minor part in the
affair, it was bitter even to think of his
ransenting to it

“I duppose vou think T ought to be
obliged to  vou, Buanter,” said Harry
rlowly, “I'm not! J can’t believe you
told me out of friendshin!”

“(h, reallyt Stall, I suppose vou'll

czsh up that other half-crown yoa
promised met” )
“Take that, wyou tattling rotter!”

enapped. Wharton, losing all patience.
The kick he gave Bunter set that
individual moving. As he had made a
start, he rolled on—in the direction of
the tuckshop.
“TUngrateful beast
he went.

" he muttored ns

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Fishy's Aide!
AP, tap, tap!
The door of No. 7 Study was
locked. But Dick Russell had no
notion of being denied admit-

T

tance. He went on tapming, _
“Who's there?” called a voice at
length.

“ Me—Russell 17

“Right-ho! Then me, Russell, can do
n bunk! WNo admittance here except on
business,” said Rake. '

“¥You chaps will be sorry if you miss
*his,” said Russell, “Tt's the biggest
ju%ﬂwe'vﬂ had for no end of a time!”
; e temptation was too

strong for
Dick Rake.
“Bhall we let him in, Toddy?" he
nsked.
*““ As vou like, Rake.” :
Tt Magwer Lieeary.—No. 480

H0 Ruszell wae let in,

He saw at once that a meeting of the
leading apirits of the Toddito faction had
been in progress.

That did not trouble him., Dick
Russell hnd made up his mind to stand
by Wharton. If it E)m.d coms to a con-
test between Paoter Todd and Bolsover,
however, he would have voted for Peter
without hesitation; and thopgh he had
no wish 1o see Wharton deposed, he
would not worry much if in a three-
cornered contest Peter headed the poll.

ITe was far keener at that moment on
his own special jape than on the resalt
of the election.

“What'a the row, Russell?’ asked
Peter Todd, in crisp and busmesslike
toncs.

Russell did not answer Toddy.

“Been this thing hefore, Rake!
asked.

" he

Dick Rake gave a grin that stretched |

nearly round to the back of his neck,

“Wv hat, T have!” he seid. " But
what are yon doing with it? Has Fishy
0Oh, but he must have smelt a rat
before thie, surely ?”

“Fishy hasn't. He hasn't the ghost
of an ides what's really on the paper,
and he’s let mo have it to get more
signatures to.”

Russell's  grin Rake's
extent.

rivalled for

Petor Todd had collared the paper, and §1
 elouched, and his weak, good-looking

ha and Bulstrode and Tom Dutton and
Wibley- were chuckling over it. Wibley
was the only one of the four who had
known anvthing about it till then.
Neither he nor Rake had thought of

meniioning it to the rest.  Rake had
felt sure that Fishy must find dut in a
very ' little time how he had been

spoofed.
Now it was evident that Fishy had
done nothing of the kind., He, the cute

Yankee, ‘had been taken in by Ihck
Ruesell ! : : . .

- Rake could not help feeling a little
envious. IHe had nmiissed the chance that

Rus=el]l had szeized, it seemed.  But the
jape was so much after his own heart
that there was no rancour in his envy,

“we'll all sign  this!” said Toddy,
grinning.

“(Oh, rather!"” said Bulstrode,

And they all appended their names.

“You can’t keep it up long, you know,
Russell,” remarked Wibley,

“(Oh, cant I, Wiht” . ‘

“Fishy will ba wanling his precious
paper back,” said Bulstrode. s

*Then Fizhy will have to want il it
siits me to hand over,” replied Russell.
“1 ean feed him up with excuses till
then.” _

“f don't see how this 1s
Wharton particularly,” sai
knew well with whom Russell's
pathics lay. .

“ Noither do I. But it won't help you
againgt Wharton: if I thought that T
should drop it,” answered Russell. “ Tt
isn’t going o affect the election. Bolsy
hasn't a dog’s chance, anyway. DBut it’s
a joke.” 3

husse'ﬂ went. Those left behind re-
sumed the discussion he had interrupted.

“Of course, the dodge is as old as the
hills,” said Bulstrode. “1'm not sure
that that’s against it, though.”

“It doeen't matter how often chaps’
lege have heen pulled before, as long as
they've got em left to be pulled,” said
Ralke. ]

*1 don’t mind its being cld. I don't
mind chaps’ legs being pulled,” rejoined
Toddy. “What I'm bothered about is
whether it's quite the clean potato. We
don't want a score over Wharton that
tneans not playing the game. He
wouldu't try to scora over us that way.”

“This is pla‘)‘ing the game all rvight,”
paid Rake. . . “You ought to see that,

(;i;ning to help

sym-

adey.

Peter, who |

3

| Jead and buried!” groaned Hazel,

§ odds.

| Wharton's shoes,

Toddy! Precious asses you fellows made
us look when you came alon tnﬁggd u
s a lot of echoolgirls, and jolly we
mopped us up at footer! — Wharton

- didn't soe any harm in that.”

in that,” =said Peter

" Bomething
“*What's your precise role,

thoughtfully.
“-rih 1}5::- ¥

“ Loug-lost uncle, with a nose that
doesn’t lock lilke pump-water, and clothes
that might have eome off a scarecrow.™

“Hhabby his clothes,
Purple his nosa,
That’s how it goes,
I should suppose!”

urgled Rake. *“That's poetry,

unders !”

“J thought it must be; it made me feel
so ill,” replied Bulstrode., * Wib can do
that all serene, though, if the clobber’s
right.” '

::_]That’:a all right; Vve seen it,” Toddy
said.

Russell had gone on to find Hazels
dene.  He had now a dozen or more
signatures; but he had not yet pgot

azel's.

Hazel was alone. in his study, for. Bul-
strode was in No. T, and Tom Browh
had gone off somewhere with Squiff,

“Hallo, Hazel! Will you sign this?”

Peter Hazeldene turned from the
window. . His hands were deep in hia
trousers-pockets  his  shoulders were

you

face was clouded. ,

“What is it?” he asked, without much
interest,

“ Fishy thinks 1t's a promisze to vote
for Bolsover.  But if you'll cast your
.ﬂq'[?i-iﬂi over it, I fancy you'll perceive that
F

ishy is & bit out of his reckoning
there,™ - :
“T wish this captaincy business was

i.-l'l'
was thinking about it when you blew
in. :

“8o I thought. Well, this ought to

" bhuck vou up a bit!”

It did, momentarily. Hazels sullen
‘face relaxed, and he grinned. But the
grin left his face as soon as he had
signed, and the sullen, weary look came
back.
“1 say, Russell
“Well, Hazel?”
“0Oh, never mind!

"

It's ne c»dda,-

Ereally.”

I)f “there’s anything “

i “You don't want to be bothered with
1y sill

worries, Russell.”
“I douw't mind, old fellow,
do. vou any good to tell them.”
#Tn confidence, you know !”

if it will

. “Honour bright, Hazel!”

“Who's going to
‘* Billy question, o
- course.” ; ’
“Ah, ynu’rﬁn decent- sort, Russell!

et vour vole?”
El son! Wharton, of

! You know how to stand by a chum.”

“T don't' know. . Wharton isn't
specially & chum of mine. But he's the
best man for the job, though he isn't
perfect.”

“He's a chum of mine. He has done
things for me that not another.fellow at
Gireyfriars would have done. But 've
promised to vote for Toddy.”

“More ass you! Btill, it's no great
Toddy's a geod man, and, if
Wharton doesn’t stand again, I'll bet he
and the rest of them will vote for Toddy
against Bolsover.”

t Phen—then—look here, Russell, Yonu
don't think I'm an out-and-out cad for
turning my coat?” -

“Great Scott, no, Hazel! What a
chap you are to exaggerate things! I'd
forgive you eastly enough if I was in:,
know that.” |
Hazeldene was left

forted, and Dick Russell went off to get

} the mignatures of Mauleverer, Vivian,
. : o

somewhat com- -



w Every Monday.

Beuiff, and Tom Brown to the paper
which he was so kindly taking round for
Fishy, :
He found all four of them in No. 12,
and all four in rather gloomy spirits,
But his visit served the good purpose
of cheering them up a bii

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Bunter’s Sunday Afternoon!
(1 DON'T want ¥our company,
I George Potter!”
It was Horace Coker who spoke
—the magnificent Coker of the
Filth.

Coker was not alwara as careful about
his dress as he might have been,  But be
was positively resplendent on tlus par-
ticular Sunday wafternoon,

A  beautiful day had eucceeded a
wretched week of rain. Coker sported
the first straw hat of the seazon at Grey-
friare. It was early vet for straws, of
conrse: but who should lead the fashion
but Coker-—when Coker chose to con-
vern himeelf with such thinge?

His brown boots wero new. His waist-
coat was a thing of beauty. His rie had
taken him half an hour to select, and
longer than that to get properly tied.

“Right-ho, old scout!” responded
Potter. “ We ain't forcing ourselves on
you, vou know.” ;

Coker anorted, plainly implying that he
would like to see them try to do it

“1 gupposse you'll be in to tea, Coker,
old scount?”’ said Greene,

“1 am not at all sure.
detained.”

I may—er—be

Wi ¥ where are you going that that'n[
1

likely 7
“What in thunder
vou, William Grecenel” |
“Don't ba ratty! I say, old fellow, if
you don’t happen to be in by tea-time, 1
suppose we can—I mean, what about that
hampor " _

Coker paused in the doorway te cast
af his chmms a ylance of ineffable
contempt. i

“What begprars you are for grub!” he
said. “You'd sell vour sonls for it, I
beliove! Oh, ves, vou can open the
hampar! I don’t care if 1 never see it
again. 1 hope I've got a soul above
ajeh thines ag that!”

He etamped out. _

“ And I hope 1 haven't!” aaid Greene.

“Not muoeh to do with the sounl, 1
should =a¥v,” replied Potter. “In fact,
quite another department.” But i's all
pight, Greene, and I don’t mind a ecrap
wﬁothw the old aes comes back to tra or
not i

i (3ld Horry must be in love again,” re-
marked Greenc, 3

“ My hat, you'va hit 1t! Dressed to
kill, and don't care about hia grub—it
can’t ha anything else.”

From the window of their study the
two zaw Uockor cross the Cloze to the
bicyele-shed.

# Where's ho going i said Potter.

“Dunno. Can't be CLE House, 1
ghonld reckon.” ) _
“(irpat Scott, no! The nice little

Howell girl made him underetand at last
that eho didn't absclutely worship the
ground he walked on.”

"« Tarrible shock for poor old Horry!”
grinned Greene, ™ What a gorgeous old
asa 1t 18!"

“ 1t wonuldn't be half a bad wheezo to
unpack that hamper now, and scn what's
in it,” said Potter. “There doesn't seem
much else to do.” _

“Let's wait till he's off the premises,
anyway.” .

They had not long to waif. Coker's
gtink-rrap, as the Remove most irrever-
ertly caled Yoe molor'olde, seemaed Vo
beitcr starting order than usual,

L.

“home-cure

js that to do withE
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He had pone, sailing iviumphantly
along ihe road.

Greenc lugged out the hamper.

“Good old Aunt Judy!"” said Poiter,
as they unpat:ied, ' Here's one of thoso

hams; makes vour bleesed
mouth water to lock at it!" -

“Jolly lucky for Horey to lLave an
aunt like her!" said Greene.

“And luckier still for us to share the
benefit of it withont havipg sueh an
aunt!” replied Potter. “She’s a holy
torror, but——""

“1 say, you fellows!"”

A fat form appeared in the doorway,
and Billy Bunter blinked behind hisg
spectacles at Potter and Greene and the
hamper—more especially the hamper,

“ Burzz off, yvou bloafed young repro-
bate !” snapped Greene.

3

N .
b

.Eri Ty B
: h 'Ill:u""lﬁliﬁi]'

o

“0Oh, veally, Greene! I I-——— Coker
told me to come along, you kuow !

Groene and  Potter lovked at the
egregions William George with eyes of
cpen incredulity. ,

“You rotten young Ananias!" howled
Potter,

“Beoot, or Il
threatened Greene,

But - Billy Bunter stood his ground.
Nothing seemed going in the way of a
feod on the Remove passage that after-
nonn, and he was like unto the vulture
which ecented prey.

“1 say, vou kneow, there’s heaps for
three,” he eaid persuasively.
quite a small eater, too; and to-day I'm
badly off my feed!" :

“Yoolte of oor (eed, anjbaw V' wad
Gireongs, ¥ : '

skin you alive!™

i

=

One Penny. i1

“You won't even get the chance of
being a small eater bere!” added Potier.
“]—I—— ©Oh, look here! You don't
want me to tell Coker vou two started
in to wolf his grub directly his back waa

turnied, I suppose? He'd cut up jolly

rusty, I'm sure!” .

“You thumping young perverter! Yoa
said he tald you to come aleng and havo
some, Doesn't that show that he meant
us to help ourselves ¥"

“Ho he .did. At least—well, I believe
ha intendnd to, only he was in such a
hurry, Oh, really, you fellows, [ ain't
a hig eater! I do like a snack now and
again, but ¥ ain’t & bhig ester; that’s
only a lio the cads have invenied to take
iny character away., They're always
doinge it 1™ :

“That explains why you haven't any

et

loft, yon fat lout!” eaid Greene, die-
closing to view a number of sausage-rolls
of the most superb type—crisp pasiry,
nicely browned, and evidently well-Alled
with the savoury sausage thet is all too
often a mere delusion in the bought
sansage-roll, -

“They don’t care a bit about the
truth,” went on Bunter., “I'm shocked
at them, ofton.”

“Go and be shocked somewhere else!™
gait] Potter. ‘' Thia room's engagoed!”

Bunter tried another tack. He looked
very knowing as he said:

“1 suppose you fellowe don't know

“f—I'm | where old Coker's gonel?”

“1f we don't, it ain't likely vou deo!™
growled Greenc.
But it wee—mare then likely.

Eu.ul;gt
THE
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had an Inoniving mind, and practised
several methods of satisfyinge it, which
wern not at all in the Line of the two
Fifth-Formers. :

“But I do!™” said the Owl,

*Out with it, then!” snapped Potter.

“Arc you going to ask me to the
gpread if I tell you?™

“ We cartainly ain't if you don't!™ said

Greene decidedly.
That wis a step, at lesst. And if
Bunter once got a Tooling ha miglt be

“tristed to make the most of it.

But it was not a promise, and Bunter
felt reluctant to trust te ansthing short
of a promise from Potter and Greene.

He was not full of faith in them. But

then, he was not full of anlzthing. In
fact, though he had eaten a large dinner
within  the last two hours, he felt

athetically empty.
ooked at the home-cured latm,

“I-T'll trust to your honour,
fellows!” he said gemerously.

“You're a confiding soul, ain’t you,
Bunter?” said Potter, winking at Creenc.

* Coker’s gone to seo a girl 1”

YOb, bas he?
that?"

“Never mind, Greene! T know what
know—that's all!™ - .

“Who -is she?”

“Look here, Potter, are we oeing to
siart on that grab? There ain't any-
thing that wants cooking, or I'd offer to
cook it for you. I newer mind taking &

you

bit of trouble for chape I veally like. Am
I poing to have soms of that 7
“Yeou ham not, anless tell us alli
you jolly well know in tﬁn sbako of a
dog’s tall!”
“Oh, reully, Greene! TI'm willing

encugh to tell, and, of course, I shouldn't
“think of denbting the honour of vou
-_L'im%s. bub- -bub—but—* ;
“We'd better lot him, Potter,” said
Greene, '

“May as well alds chap, thougeh, nf!

eourse, i'a all rot1”
_ Bunter bréathed a siph of reliof o deep
that it was almoet like o .groan.

“It's a red-heeded uirl, 5 Miss Harric—
Betty, her name 1"

He aighed as hni

How do vou know|

'|clpﬂurm. hardly noticed how

“Harriz! T seem to remember that
name,” aald Gireono.

“Crusty old begygar, at the Warren
Farm. But there's no girl there—I koow
that,” returned Potter.

“Yes, there 1a.
at school,” spoke Bunter, with somse diffi-
culty, his mouth baing full of ham.

“How do you know that, you Ffat
young sweop?” .

“ Oh, muﬁj’, Greene, I'm not acens-
tomed to Lo called euch names!” replied
the Owl, adding, with dignified reserve:
“I have my private sources of informa-
tion!"* -

“We know!" grinned Potter, catching
him by one fat ear. * This is one of 'em !
Ever get the earache, Porpoise ¥

“Ow—yow! Yooop! Stoppit,
rotter!”

“Let the fat young pig alone, old
chap,” eaid Greene politely. * Let's hear
the whole dreadffl ~ circamstances,
Bunter " '

Thus encouraged, and still more en-
couraged by the frocdom of the table,
which was evidently to be his, William
George told all that he knew—and a
great deal of what he only imagined- -
about the love.affair, "

Smneﬂl:hi:g he had learned from Squiff
and Tom Brown, though they had not
told him. Those twe and Mauly had
heard Coker spouting his own wretched
love-verses to the moon, and thepcafter

d seen him ficht and thrash .Loder.
though the combat wes i no way con-
nected with the love-affair,

Something more Punter bad learned in
Courtfield. He liad seem Miss Harris
%h&m. He had even seen Coker walic past

er, and roise his hat and lock as if he
wanted to say things unut

“And I don’t believe Le’s ever been
properly introduced!” said Bunter, with
severity.

Bat there he was wrong.

Bunter talked for two and ate for six,
Patter and Greene. interceted in his dis.
large were
upon Aunt Judy's noble

rou

his inrouds
hamper. ‘
But tiiere cante o time when they them.

But she's been away|
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selvra conld eat no more, and Bunter had
no mors to tell, save for/vain repetitions
withou spice or substance.

Then did Potter and Greene, finding
bints but empty breath, at last seize
Bunter, and hurl him forth.

“ Beasta!” he murmured, as he rolled
away. “ Never mind, though, I haven's
had a better blow-out this term! And
%hi;m 1-.:;-n11‘t be much left for old Coker,

ot!’ ) )

S e

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Coker’s Sunday Alternoon !

M EANWHILE, the great {(‘oker

made bkis- way to tha
paternal abode of the fair and

: anburn-tressed  Miss  Betty
Harris.

He had no invitation there. Matters
had not progressed aa far as that, The
most that could be said was that he
koped {for one,

The fair Betty had smiled upon him.
She smiled wpon every voung man she
met—unless fgchu.nmd to be & con-
scientious objector—but Coker was not
ta know that.

She had smiled npon him. and iurned
the head of Cokor of the Fifth most com-
pletely. HHe had dreams of an invita-
tion to tea—preferably in the absence of
Paps and Mammo Harris.

Coker was not quite sure what he
shounld say to Miss Harria; but he was
very sure indeed that he would not know
what to say to her father and mother!

The ardent lover risked the loss of his
treasured motor-bike by hiding it in a
spintey near the road, not far from the
‘E"’ﬂrren Farm, | . _

Having disposed of it thus, he took
from a satchel upon it a clothes-hrysh,
a boot-brush, and a pocket mirror.

He made diligent use of the first two
articles. Then he conte rplated himself,
with Bo small satisfaction, in the third.

A more critical person might have
wished Eoe a better-shaped nose; but
Coker was not critical—about Coker,

The sun-shone brilliantly from a blue
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eky, The weather was really gorgeoua—
so was Coker.
He made

his way across the fOclds,

through mud which did not improve i:h(al
Ho drew |

uappearance of his new boots,
mgh the Warren Farm, skirted the
orchard, lingered around the outbuld-
ings, and wondered what he bhad better
do next, '

A harsh voice struck vpon his eurs.

Coker knew it. It was the voice of
Mre. Jacob Harreis, fother of the swect
Beity,

And Coker had a sudden impulse of
prudence to shun Jacob Harrizs while his
voiee sounded like that,

“ (lome out of iti1” roaved Mr. Harris.

The bold Coker shuddered. Tt seemed
impossible that the farmer should have
seen him; but he—Coker—hud seen no
one olse,
© “Now, then, you, come out of it, I
say !’

Coker promptly went into it—the * it "
being a pig-sty. It was empty for the
time being, but it might have been of
swealer savour,

The aroma of it caused Coker to turn
up his nose—which wuas unnecessary,
Nature having already done all that was
needed in that way for C(oker’s nasal
organ.” ]

“D'ye hear me? Come out of it, I
say! 1 s'pose you're slinkin’ round
after that gel of mine—ech? You ain’t
the first—an’ you won't be the frst as
has tasted my whip, neither! Come out
of 1"

Joker’s heart sank.
he had rivals.

But, like Brer Rabbit, Coker lay low,

And he was glad unext moment that
ke had done =0, for another voice
anawered Mr. Harris' genial invitation.

“Leave me alone, you silly old
schelm ¥ said the voice, “I don’t know
anything about your daughter, and den't
want! I'm——"

“If you ain’t a sweetheart, you're a
ihief, an’ I'd as lief whip one sort of
rogue as another 1" snorted Mr, Harns.

1t appeared that

'Ili‘ You use that whip on me, and
I }—"
The spesker stopped short. A sound
had fallen upon his ears.

Horace Uoker had heard the szame
sound.

It was the regular tramp of men

accustomed to step in unison—the sound
of marching soldiees!

Jacob Harris, who was a trifle deaf, did
not yet hear.

u Bather! There are soldiers here, and
the officer wants you !”’

1t was a gicl's voice that spoke now;
but Mr. Harris did not hear that either.

“What are you after?” he yclled, as
the fellow whom he had been threaten-
mg with the whip made a wild dash for
COVer,

Inwardly Coker bewailed his hard luck,
Fervently he hoped that Miss Harns
would not come and find him in a pig-
etv, X

“Vhen: into his reluge dashed a stranger
——a most intrusive stranger; for he was
not content with entering—he cannoned
right into the great Coker, and fairly
bowled him over.

“Yarocoogh! Oh, you utter idiot
hooted Coker, as he took an mvoluntary
scat on a very malodorous floor.

But worse was to follow, for the new-
comer #lsc fell, and in his fall dragged
down €ocker at full length.

[’

“Groooh! Ow-yow! You silly ass!
What d’ye nrean by it? I o
“8hut up! I'm desperate! I'm a

deserter, and there’s a file come fo arrest
me ! hissed the other feliow,

Thiz was Jim - Sorrell, the South
African friend of Piet Delarey. Because
of his loyalty to this fellow, the Rebel
was now in the punishment-room, with

thore ready for bhim, dul you?
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senlence of expulsion hanging over his
head.
4 | = 4
Meanwhile, Sorrell had been lurking u

the Friardale and Courtfield neighbour-

hood, living on the country, so to speak,
During the last twenty -four bours he had
sheltered among  the outhuildings of
Warren Farm, which was well adapted
by its loneliness for a hiding place,

Coker's loyalty and patriotism were
aroused at once. Jlis pugnacity needed
No rousing.

Tt was not Coeker's fault that he was
not in the trenches,  If he had received
War Office instructions to take command
of an army corps he would not have besi-
tated a moment; aud, what is more, he
would willingly have gone even as a
private,

And Coker was pugnacious—also pune- |

tilioas on the point of porsonal pride.
(Cloker’'s  objection ta  conscientious
objectors, -funk-holers, deserters, and
other such weird fowl, could hardly bhave
been stronger than his dislike to any-
one who d tumbled lhim—the great
Horace Cuker—over on the flooe of a pig-
sty |

“Here you are! I've got Lim!” he
velled, flinging his arms round Sorrell.

“You're a  bar!”  snapped  the
deserter. .

He wrenched himseli free, and gave
Coker an exceedingly helty punch on the
nose.

Then he serambled up and belted.

Coker struggled to his feet and dashed
after him.

“There's two of "em ! howled the
farmer.

Coker caught a glimpse of a mop of
auburn huir and a laughing givl's face,
He also saw g stout sergeant and several
men in khaki.

He did not stop to sec more. For the
life of him he eould not bave teld
whether he wanted most to eatch  the
deserter or to get away from AMiss Betty
Hurris.

Coker did not lock nice, or smell nice,
gnd Coker knew it !

The deserter ran well, Arms well
tucked down, stride long aud easy, he
made a bee-line across the fielda for the
spinney in which Coker had hidden s
machine.

A horrid dread assailed (‘oker, and he
put on all the speed he could muster.

His hat went, He regardeu it not.
He ran on,

But the deserter was than
Coker! . _

Behind them, already stringing .out
inte line, came the men in khaki, The
fat sergeant puffed in the rear, passed
even
yelling in vain to her to come back,

Coker looked over his shoulder.

Alas for Coker! That was a- bad
blunder. lLike the dJdun horse in the
“ Ballad of East and West 7

“He fell at a watercourse—in a woeful
heap fell he.”

But in Coker’s case ithe watercourse
was chiefly mud,

Before he could get up a khaki-clad
form had leaped: over him. Another
quickly followed. Armd as Coker gol 1o
hiz feet a hand fell upon his shoulder.

b}

faster

“1 arrest vou for helping that shyster |

to cscape!” panted @ heated lance-
carporal.

“You ass!  Oh, you raving lunatie!”
hooted Coker.  *“He—l—oh, hang you!
He's got my motor-bike now !”

“Ho, yes! And you didn't put it
He,
no !.TJ‘

“Of course 1 didn't. vou—you absurd
maniac! Do yon know who I am?
I'm Horace Cokcer—Coker of the Fifth a
Greyiriars ™ :

Sorrell had runy well, He wae wheel-

by Miss Harris, whose father was

15

; One Penny.

ing the machine out into the road while
his nearest pursucr was stil] twenty vards
AWy,

It was touch-and-go! If he had not
known ull about motor-bikes, if Cokier's
machine had given half as mueh trouble
b as usual, if the foremost Tommy had not
been so badly winded. he would never
have got off,

But he was off, speeding pgaily down
the road,

“So-long 7 he yelled,

“You'll have someihing to answer for,
voung man!” said the lance-corporal,
feeling for the first time something more
than * half of nothmg.”

“0Oh, you silly ass!
lunatic ™ hooted Coker.

You uiter

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Bolsover’s Sunlay Afternoon!

ICK RUSSELL had carried out his
lot.- That paper of Fishy's now
ore the names of more than

two-thirds of the fellows in the
Remove,

Everyone approached had signed quitoe
willingly, and Russell had only left un-
touched the few who wete sure to give
the game away if they were told of it.

Among these was Wilham George
Punter. Bunter was distinctly not to be
trusted. He was not a partisan of
Bolsover’s, it was true; but he was alio-
gether too leaky a vessel.

But Bunter knew!

He bad heard—from outside the door
of No. T—Peter Todd and Tom Dutton
discussing the matter., Nothing could
he discussed with Tom in whispers, and
the -Owl had heard every word.

Now, fresh from gorging himself at
the expense of Coker, Bunter felt rather
at a loss what to do . He remembered
that conversation, and he rolled off to the
study which Russell shared with his
chum, Donald Ogilvy.

- Russell and Ogilvy
together for a long walk, Most of the
Remove had passed out in twos and
threes to enjoy the bright afternoon,
That suited Bunter all the better.

He walked into the study, which he

intended to search, as if it i:)e!ﬂnged tn
Pinll, and coolly turned the key in the
ock.
}  The paper he had come to lock
did not take much finding. '
F Within five minutes Bunter had it
spread out before hin on the table, and
was grinning over if.

Bunter's sense of humour was not
\ keen, but this really did seem to him
funny. ]

Bunter’s perceplions were mnot keen,
either. But Bunter tumbled somehow
to the truth—which was that Russell
hoped to keep back this paper till close
upon the election, when its disclosure
might be expoctad to “help Harry
Wharton’s chances by the ridicule with
which it would overwhelm Bolsover.

As far as Bolsover was .concerned,
‘Bunter had not the slightest ¢bjection to
thie. He would not have minded even
if he had thought it unfair, Billy
Bunter did not precisely love Percy
Bolsover.

On the other hand, he did not love
Dick Russell. Nor was he an enthusi-
astic adorer of Fisher T. Fish,

There was but one person at Grey:
friara for whoem he had a truly high re-
gard. ‘That person was William Georgs
Bunter.

80 the question to be answered re-
solved itself into this. Where did the
profit of W.G.B. lie in this matter?

“1t’s jolly funny! He, he, he!”
cackled Bunter. * Bolsover wiil be tear-
ing mad when he sees it, and Fishy will
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zet 0t o the neck, He, he, he! Serve
the Yankee beast right! Bolsy will be
down on Russoll, too. Rut T don't miud
that. Ile's quile welcome 1o give
Bussell a hiding—if be can. Shouldn’t
wondee U Ruesel! can lick him. though ;
he's jolly elever wiily his fists, though he
doesn’t ofren fight. Well, that wouldn’t
matter, either,”

Bunter looked ot the paper again, and
chucklod his fat chuckle, and furned over
i his mind the wars of making mis-
chielF with ir.

*Bolsover ain’l o very grateful chap,
i & rulel” he muteeved.  “He's in
funds now, hut he hasn't stodd me ns
miaich as o twopenny jam Gt e doesn't
desecve it [ shonld heip hime. But I
think T will, After all, he can’t vefuse
to shell owr sometliug for a lift hike
thi= 1" :

So Booter thrast the paper inin hig
pocket, unlocked the door. rollied ot
and went in searclh of Bolsoner it jor.

Bolsaoyer

major and  Skivwer  were
among the few who had nok gone for a
walk.  With Snoop and Stott they were

cugaged i a game of bavker in Bol-
sover's study.

Bunter sniffed simoke even outside L
door, and konew that gome of the gay
dogs weve within.,

He did not gain admitiance readily,

"Who's  there?”  growled Bolsuver,
when he knocked.

“ Me-~Bunter 1

" Buzz off, you fat idiot 1™

“You oughr to be at Sunday -school, "
srocred Snoop., '

“I've something to say 1o you, Bel-
aover—something important, really !™

“Say it through the Levhele, then.
You're vsed {0 kevholes, ™

L can’t. Bosides, I've sermetliog to
s you,”

“A face like a Dadder of lard, and a
pair of baga a conpla of yarda wide round
where the walst would be if you wusted
ciiough,  Dorpojss§’™ sugoested  the
humorous Bkinner,

“I'm going after that? I didn't come
lreve to be insultedd DBut Bolsever will
be gorry afterwards that he didu't listen
to mao, ™

" Oh, Iet the fat idiol in, Sncoep ! saud
Bolsover.

Sioop  ungractousty fung the
door, and the Ow] marched in.

With a fourish, he lkid dowa the

G

Paper ou the table in fromt of Bolsover.

Now, Percy Bolsover was a person
who was distinetly not too yuick m the

uptake, as Ogilvy put it

But it did not take Bolsover ten
seconds to understand what that paper
racant,

His beavy fuce went a dull red with
rage, and he uttered a roar like that of
an angry bull.

He sprang to his feet, and smote the
astonished Bunter a blow that muade him
voek and all but fall,

“You fat, spoofing heust !
[.rEE}' off 1
you!l”’

The Owl had never counted on AnYy-
thing at all like that, He had npt
thought it necessary to safeguard himaelf
by explaining things befure he showed
the paper. '

_ lover was not an €46F¥ peraon to
cxplain things to. On the er hand,
he was not at all the right sort of in.
dividual to be shown such a thing as this
without some preliminary explanation,
as Bunter now realised,

. “Ow-yow! Who're you hitting, Baol-
sover, vou beast? I dida't—I never—it
wasnt me !’ '

“Let's look!" said Skinner. “Oh.
;muhg i't all, somebody must have boughi
"ishy 1"
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Dare to
Yyour cheeky jJapes ou me, do

{ should RS

'f:ia_ring round at-the grinning faces. ¢
¥

{ agent had been his notion.
s antiecipated such cesults as this

-an amocent Second  Form

in as——-

| unjustly accused by the only fellow at.

any of that friendship which finds expres-

before 'l'ht?’ were moved to aid him. 1
' was too wviterly furicus |

“Fisli ! Did Fisir fix this thing up*®
I'll slay him! I'l skin him alive ! f"il
make him wich ho'd never been bern '
hooted Bolzuver,

“1t doesn't sound like Fishy, if you ask
me,” gaid Stott,  “He doesn t care for
Japes.  He's ail on the make. Aupd 1
snow he Jolly well wants yon to get in,
Bolsy I :

“Duinp me, will they ! I'd like to sep
them try it on, that's uli! What did
Fou say, Snoon. vou rotier i

What Snoop hud really said was, ‘8o
Bat Eucop was. not going
tor Rt tiat,

“1 saud they'd beottor  think
abont it.” Lie poplied.

“8ee here, old chap,
getting vour wool off,” argued Skinner,
“Bomeun’s done Fishy down——"7

“Yes, Russeli did,” put in Bunter,
“Rake siarted the wheeze, realiv, buot it
was Huszsdl who ot all the a:'!u;m to srgn,
He, ho, he !

" You're all in this!” roared Bolsover,

Fwieo

it's no good

elicve you all knew about it, you
sweeps D You ean suck up to me, and
eponge on e, hut there isn't one amony
you who is friendly enough to pat me
up to a ‘thing like this beinge hawiked
about for all the Form to chorile gt 17

Stoit and Soocop and Bunter all pro-
tested volubly that thev had been com-
pletely in the dark. As far as the first
two were coneerned, it was quite true.
But Btott and Snoop were not exactly
farnous  for undeviating veracity, and
Bolsover no suore believod them than he
did Bunter, : !

ITe turned in fury unon Shinner, who
was saving little,.

Skiner was considerably taken aback.
The employment of Fish as election
He had not

.

If the Yaukee had tried to do Lthem
down he would not have been in the
least surprized. But it was evidont that
Ifish had bLeén taken in as effeetively as
fag nmnght
have beon.

“You—you—— Oh, I suppose this is

same of vour roiten work!” hooted
Bolsover, _
“Mine?  Oh, den't be an absolute

wiot ! I am just as keen on your getting
1)

“Take thai, Skinner!
were a beastly liar, and you will never
be anything an k2

Slanner staggered before the heav
blow deait him. But he did not fall,
and, to the amazeinent of all who SAW, |
he returned it with all his strength,

[Tis blocd was up. He, who had so
often  whispered wnjust  accusations ]
against others, could not bear to be thus

You always

Greyfriars -for whom he had ever shown

eiot in the eacrifice of gelf,

Rolsover could have thrashed Skinner.
with one hand behind huw. and Buaoop |
and Stott and Bunter would have st
by and seen Skinner smashed to a palp

But Bolsover
to think of prndence. He warded off
Skinner's blow, dashed his big fist into.
Bkinner's face, struck out again, and
took Bnoop on the nose, hurled Stott into
the grate, and gave Bunter a kick that
made lom sing out in pain.

Then did it seem that Bolsover had
wrenght & miracle, It was much to
have put spirit into Skinner and Stoil; it
was someihing akin to accomplishing the
unpossible to arouse the ﬁghtingﬁiuud*
of Bnoop and Bunter,

“Ob. pile in on him, all

of you 14
Lhowled Stott.

{ hir our recklessly,  He degi:-ised them

contemplated himself in the glass.

The four cigsed in on Bolsover. [lo.

30
whole-heartedly that he believed himself
able to thrash the four.

And he might have done it in a faie
fight. But in a rough-and-tumble con-
tegt euch as this weight and numbers are
bound to tell. ;

Bunter and Snoop were yelling wiih
pain.  Btott’s face was streaked with
blood, and Skinner had a badlyswollen
nose.  us Dolsover wns dovn, with the
whole four on top of him.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! What's
MerTy gante ¥

It was Bob Cherry who looked in at
the door, and behind Bob were his com
rades,

“Fouar to one!” seid Bob, “It doesn't
look nice, you know. Come off it,
tubby ! Wriggle up, Bolsover!  Half
the weight's off yvou now.”

Bob had yanked Bumter to his feet.
The Owl struggled, and his face “was un-
wontedly warlike, :

K did not mean quite half the weight. .
of course; buf it made a difference.
Bolsover writhed up, and Snoop went
foundering under the table, where he
lay snivelling, all the fight gone out of
him. ; :

Skinnee and Biott arose, Thdy were
not done with. They were ready to
start ngain at once. But it was fairky
certain that within three minutes they
would have eooled down.

“What's . it all aboug?".
Johuny Bull.

“Look at that beastly paper!” hooted
Bolsover,

Bob glanced at it. Tt was not new to
him. The Famous Five had been asko:d
to sign it, and only Wharton had refused.

“Well, that doesn't explain it,"” said
Bob judicially, “ I don’t ses these chaps’
nares here”

“You ass!” howled Dolsover. * Thoy
“Did you get mad with them bacgise
they hadn’t esigned?”  inquired Frank
Nugent,

Bolsover looked like masking a fresh
attack—upon the Famous Five this time.
But he thought botter of it. He
thouldered them rudely aside.

“i'm going to lock for Fish and Rus.
seil and Rake I he muttered between his
clenched teeth.

" Bhoulda't advise vou to find 'em all
at once ! said Johnny Bull,

the

growled

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.

Wikley's Sunlay Afierncon!
HEY’VE come in!” said Dick

Rake. “Now's yomr time,
Wihil!
William Wibley was quite

ready. He had spent the greater part of
the afternoon on mmking-up, and he
looked the middle-aged ne’er-do-weal all
OVer.

He had» emiled with pleasure as I:ie
t
was & casd of “art for ari's sake ® with

/ibley. There had never beon in him
auy real malice against Harry Wharton,
and now cven the slight resentment he
had felt was a thing c& the

There remained s rooted determina-
tion fo his part as well as he knew
how for art’s sake, and to oconvince
Wharton that no one else in the Remove
could touch him—Wibley—in en im-
personstion. -

It had been decided that further delay
in working off the jape was imndwvisable,

Wharton bad not yot rem - Bnt
bis resignation was ex any day,

Peter Todd had not grown keener on
the wheeze. It did not seem to him 8
much objectionable in itsclf as becauise
it might tell agninst Wharton in &he
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election.
of the poll. DBut he wanted to gect thore
oun & straight fight.

Therefore he was all for getting the
jape over, even though it might stiffen
is rival’s back and cauvse him to post-
pone resigning still longer. Rake and
Wibley were loath to give it up, so Peter
Todd voted for getting it done and for.
gotten. )

Dick Bake and Wibley were cluefly
moved to hurry by fear of Bunter's
treachery. They ti'id not know that
Bunter had already given the game
away, or that Wharton was quite pre-
pared.

Yo, at Rake's call,
along to No. 1.

Ten minutee or so had passed =sinee
Bolsover had ramped off  seeking re-
Yer e, Bunter and Brnoop and Stotf
were repairing dainages in the bath-
YOOI Eub Hiinner, seething with in-
dignant bitterness, had wandered cut mto
the Close, hardly realising where he was
going, with no definite object in lus
mind.

He found himself at the gotes, Gos-
hng’s enoresa came from the lodge.
Lookmg down the road, SBkinner saw a
motor-cyclist approachmg at a furious

pace.

The fellow rode like a man pursued by
the avengers of blood. But Skinner
eould sce no sign of pursuit. The thing
purzled him. But it waes no affair of his,
. and a8 he watched the approach of the
motor-eyclist nothing was farther from
his mind than the notion of getting
mixed np with it.

And . on & sudden, he found him-
aclf in the very thick of it!

Almost in full eareer, as it acemed, tha
fellfw Jumped off at the gates, ﬂung
Coker's machine recklessly down, an
rushed at 8kinner with sach impetuosity
that Skinner shrank back, half afraid of
being agenulted. :

“This is Greyfriare, ain’t t?” the
man demanded. :

“Ye-g-e-8,” faltered Bkinner,

Wiblevy trotted

“Do you know Delarcy — Piet
Delarey? Get him here, quick! It's a
matter of life and death, or near it!

Tell him it’s Borrell—he'll know—Jim
sarrell !’

Skinner did not stop to think, He waw
rushing off before he remembeved that
the Rebel, shut up in the pumshment-
room, was not in a position to give the

fugitive any help, however much he
might want te do so.
l%ut Skinner rushed on, He remem-

bered something clse—that Fish had got
in a pew lot of keys, and that amen
them was one that E& been tested an
formd to fit the lock of the punishment-
room door !

1t would be easy cnough to get that
key-—to let Delarey out.

Whether it would be to Delarey’s ad-
santage to be let out in order that he
might attempt to help this fellow
Skinner did not really stop to think.
But, in fairness to him, it may be said
that in what he did there was at leaat
no enmity to the Afrikander, 'There
was, indeed, something of that curious,
reluetant liking that he had shown at
least once before.

Sorrell stood at the gates, punting,
watching the road along which he had
come with anxious eyes.

Hea was in a tight corner, and he knew
it. There was hittle enough chance that
Pict could give lnm any help. But at
that small chance he elutched us a drown-
mg man will chulch at a straw, and m
his selfishnees and his fear
thought of the consequences to the boy.

Now, down the road, he saw a khak:-
clad figure. Within the lodge, close to
Eim, ho heard a grumbling voice, as
Gosling awcke from lhus slumbera.

Peter wanted to be al the tap ]

neveyr y
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Sorvell looked wildly around, and
then holted across the empty Close to-
wards the School Hougse.

He rearhed the side door, rushed up
the broad staircase, and wasz in the Re-
move paesage at the moment when the
disguised Wibley arrived in No. 1.

“T have called to se: my nephow,
Hurry Whartaon,” announced Wibley,

He odid not laok a it hke himself,
His volce was not a bit like Wibley's
either., Bt the Famcus Five were not
takiern by ewnprise, thovgh the Bounder

amd Mark Linley, who were also present,

nuignt be.
** Hallo,
checrily.
Then through the open doorway burst
Soprell, e howled Wibley clean off
his feet, and fell on top of him.

Unele  Wib!” Bol

sartd

And  behind  Sorrell  eame  Pist
Pelarey, with Harold SEmner at his
heels.

Evervhody gasped. For Wibley some
of them had been prepared; but they
did not know what this new. intrusion
meant, and Delarev, who alone knew
Sorvell, and Skinner, who recognised
Ihim agaiu, were completely purzied by
Wibley.

“T1 say. Delarcy, thia means -

“Ow! Yow! Wharrer you domg?
Stoppit I'" howled Wibley, struggling in
the stranger’s frantic elutch.

Sorrell struggled up, and he saw
Delarey.

“Piet ! he gasped.

“Jim! Obh, m:Ewhnm, yvou fellows ! 1

know yvou don't owe me anything, and
I hate asking you to help. You ought
not to help, either. in chap is &
deserfer ! But he saved my life once,
and I can'’t po back on Liin 17

At this moment eame fresh arvivals.
Qoguff and Tom Brown, Rake and Peter
Todd apprared on the scene.

“Just you get back to prisen, Piet!”
said Squiff. “It'zs a mad thing to break
out Hke this! TMallo! Who's this mer-
chant 17

The new-comers were starving at Sor-
rell. 8o was evervone, for that matter.
And more particularly William Wibley,

“I don’t enxre whe he 13! I'm
jolly well going te have him barging
into me like that!” howled Wildey,

“Oh, dry " eapl the PBounder

up !
sharply.
Wibley's damﬁ%cs did not  matter
way. They mattered not at

much, an
all at such a time ase this.

“They're after me, Piet! Tt was as
near & cop as makes no odds! But [
collared & motor-lmke, and rode for my
life. An' I coulde’t think of anyone but

on. I'm a low hound, an’ T know it,

ut These blokes are friends of
yours, ain't they? They won't give 'me
away?"

The juniors locked at one ancther. In
exery mind was the same thought.
Pelarey, in the gravest danger of ox-
pulsion already, he waa done for if the
srhool authoritics came to know of this!

Aund not one of them all, not the
Famous Five, or Mark or the Bounder,
not even Peéter Todd or Dick Rake or
Wiblev, but was willing te risk some-
thing—to risk much—if he might be
aaved thereby! A= for Bquiff and Tom

RBrown, no rigk would have been too big §

for them to rum.
Tt was Harry Wharton who spoke first.
“We'll help you, Delarey, though I'm
afrald there 1sn’t much hope.”
“There 1sn't any at all, Wharton! 1
can't accept your help, thanks all the
same,’’ '
“Don’t be an iliot! You must,”
Delarey turned to Jun Sorrell.
“What do vou mean to do if you ﬁut
out of this bole, Jim " bhe asked coolly.
“I'll 2o back to the regiment an’ face
the music: 1 swear 1 eld son "

:mtr

s
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At lasé the westrel had scen his right
rottrse, and meant to face it. He hardly
knew what had made him take that
smdden  resolution. Afterwards he
thought it must have been the pluck
shown by these mere boya in their readi-
ness to stand by Pict,

“He'lh get it in the neck for over-
staying his leave if he does that,” said
Delarey. “But if bhe’s canght here he'll
be tried as a deserter. That's the differ-
ence. But I don’t think there's much
chance of his not being caught. They'li
be hot on his track.™ '

“There's a chance yet, if Wik will
play up !’ cried Harry Wharton, a wild
idea Razlung into his brain,

“I'm game for anything,” said
Wibley ot once. * But 1'm hanged if I
twig, YWharton!”

“1 do. Youo're to play the desecter !V
said Vernon-8mith, grinning, '

Wibley's face fell. But he wonld net
back out.,  And in a2 moment he waa
seized by the desire to play the part as
well as it conld be fﬂﬂ_‘!."di]i).

“Give me that cap!” he said to
sSorrell. ]

The cap was thrust upon his head; hLis
collar was dragged off; from lLid face he
retnoved the “middle-aged” whiskers,
and wiped some of the make-up, render-
ing i1t at once years younger, but still
locking the face of a man, wot o boy.
He flung off his tail-coat; he dragged
off Borrell the shabby jacket he wore.

In spite of the Bounder’s plain hint,
some of them were gtill a little in doubt
as to what Wibley mcant 1o do.

But they underatowd hetier
Harry said:

“ Bee hwre, you fellows, there’s nobedy
nbout ! If we can get this chap over to
the okl tower among a crowd of us, he
onght to be safe enongh there till the
hue and cry is over I

“ While Wib’s acrested i his place?”
said Rake. “My hat, it's 'a scheme u!!
right, But I don't believe old Wib's
got the nerve for it1”

“Rata!” aaid Wibley.

when

“They’ll arrest yon, Wib,” Petn
Todd eaid,
" Who cares? They can’i keep me.”

There was a distinet likelihood thas
they might—as an accoimplice of the
deserter.  Certainly they could, But
Wibley did net eare.

“I can do it on my head!” he said.
“But, mind you, I'm uot going to own
up that T'm a deserter. I shall deny it
from the first.”

He dashed downstairs.

Meanwhile, a
achool cap wus stnck u

n the head of

| Borrell. "And in the middle of the ergwil

hoe walked nerosz to the old tower.
There sounded howls from ihe Closc.
Boleover mujor "had run down Fishy,
and was attending 1o him. Fishy was
the more vociferous as he reaily did not
grasp the charge made against him.
The crowd, with Sorrell in its centre,
went on its way., Wibley went on s
way, towards the gates,  Neither the
crowd nor Wiblevy paid any attention to
the procecidings of Bolsover or the con-
sequent sufferings of Fisher T. Fish.
And, fortunately for them all, exeept
Fishy, no one n authonty appeared

upont the scene.

Now, the crowd whigh had passed over
towards the tower came away, and wih
one exception moved towards the gatca
to see how Wibley played his part. Piet
Delarey went back to the punishment-
room. He wonld not have gone, bus -
Wharten asked him to, and he could not
refuse,

Tramp, tramp, framp!

The sound of marching men cama
along the road, The foremost of
Sarrell’'s pruisuers yust have warted for
the reat to come up. BN
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Wibley dodged behind a buttress,
too late, as 1t seemed, for he had 1ot the
fat sergeant have a glimpse of him first,

“Btop me when I bolt ! he hissed, to
tlie rest.

The scrgeant appearcd at the gates.
Lrosling barred his way. :

“What 1 says 15 this "ere A

Thus far Gosling. But he was cut

short, )
“In thoe Kiug's nome!" szaid the
sergeant  authoritatively, “I have

reason to suppose that a deserter is being
harboured here!"

Lrosling fell back.
bolt.

“Btop me ! he hissed.
LT

For they had made no move at first.
And when they did move, it must be con-
fesged that their acting was not quite up
to the Wibley standard,

But it served. The sergeant was sure
at n glance that Wibley was the feliow
they had cliased. No one there knew
serrell ; the detachment was not from his
battalion. _

“Hold on to him ! yelled the sergeant.
i a voice of thunder, * He's a deserter 1™

“I'm nothing of the sort!” panted
Wibley, as if in terror.

Wibley made his

“Whao are you, then?" eshapped the |

sergeant.

“His- -his unele ! replied Wibler,
polnting to [Harry Wharton.

Herions nas the matter was, the crowd
fairly roared at that.

The sergeant did not usk Wharton for

& denial.
“ March

“Likely tale!” he snorted.
Lim off 1™

Wibley winked at Dick Rake. 1f
Wibley was nervous he dul not show it.
st he continued to protest against being
taken for the deserter, and the more Lo
liratested the more sure the sergeant felt
i his identiey,

“ My only chapeau! If there isn't old
Cokor—and under arrest, too!” gaaped
tinb {.'hﬂ?‘!'}‘. !

———rrraa—

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
Better Luck in the End!
CGI{EH had not tried to dreaw atten-

tion upon himself. T.eft in the
charge of one man, he had re-
treated into a corner by the lodge,

Furions  still, hatless, dishevelled,
mnddy, smelly, Horace Coker was not
exactly at the top of his form, and for
onea he know it.

A niee chase you've led us, Private
Sorrell I said the sergeant.

“That ain’t my name " yelled Wibler,

“Ho, ain't itY Wa'll settle that point
bader.  There's something colse  wants
settling firat,  This here object, young
gentlemoen, says he belongs here,

The sergeant pointed a fat, accusing
finger at Uoker of the Fifth.

“On, Uoker, Coker, how could you?”
said Bob Cherry mournfully. “In such
1 disgraceful state too! Phew ! Didn'e
you think of the disgrace you were
bringing upon CGreviriars 2"

“Bhut up, Bob, you ass!” said Harry.
“It's true, sergeant. I don't know what
he’s been up to, but he isn't a criminal—-
only a bit of an ass!”

“Then you can go. voung man, and let
this be a warning to vou!™ said the fal
sergeant solemly .

Coker said something very luvid indeed,
and bolted for cover,.

The fat sergeant marched off hie men,
with Wibley a prisoner in the midst.

“We ought to go after them and tell

them it's all a jupe,” said Harvy,
frowning. .
“But it ain’t, “auid Joh nny Dull

fatly. - With that chap hidden in the
THE MaexeET LiBRARY.—No. 480,

*0Oh, you sifly |

just | tower it's a jolly long way. off being a |

jape,”

And indeed 1t was plain that until
Sorrell had made good his escape they
could take no steps to rescue Wibley,

“There's oniy one thing for it,” said
the Bounder. * Quelehs’s got to hear the
whole varn !"

- "My hat!” gasped Dol
him ™

“ L will, 1f none of yon fellows are on.
We can’t put this through on our own.
We can with his help, if we can work
him round.”

“Not much chance of that. It will
mean an awful row," sard Nugent.

Y It meana that anyhow,” Johnny Bull
said. I think the Bounder’s right.”

“8Sodo I, and 1'll go'with him,” Harry
sail,

“Tll go, too, if you want me.” volun-
tearaid Poter Toelil,

“Threes cnongh, and I den’t mind
owilpg Il rather not,” said Bob, * 8o
Il wheel poor old Coker’s bike in as my
share of the job. It ain't 8o heroic as
yours or Wib's, but 1it’s useful.”

“Ha, ha, ha'”

Some of them Iaughed: but none of
thom laughed very beartily, There was
woing to gﬂ a very ig row, evervone felt
sure.  And one fellow at least was in
deadly fear. ilarold Skinner wished now
tlrat he had resisted the impolse to ot
Delarey out of the punishment-room,

The depntation numbered five after all,
for SquuT end Tom Brown refused to be
left ont of it. And before they had been
shut up with Alv. Queleh more than Gve
minutes the door of the Form-master's
study opencd, aid Frank Nugent was
given the key of the punishmoent-room
and told to feteh Delarey,

A long time passed, Those waiting in
tho corridor could hear the murmur of
voices tnside.  Kvidently Mr. Quelch had
insisted on havioe the fall sLory.

That looked hopeful for DPiet Delarey.
When the whole story was known, Mr.
Ruelch was not the man to take too black
a view of hiz share in it, they were sure.
No one thought the Rebel Emdi’ in the
wrong,  Tow could he have refused to
lelp a desorter when that deserter was a
rman who had saved hi- life?

“Hallo. here's Wib!" eried Dob
Charry, .

They pressed round Wibley, who had
appearect among them garbed as usual,
and guite cool—alnost provokingly cool.

“How dud you work it, old scout?”
asked Thek Rake,

" When I thought I'd bad enough T
just opened iy coat and waistcoat and
showed them my Etons underneath,”
replied  Wiblev.  “The sergeant was
teaving mad, but I told him it was his
own fauit; I'd zaid all along I wasn't the
desertor,™

Mr. Unelch locked nut.

“Who'll tell

“Did I hear Wibley's voice?” he
-ﬂ.ﬁl’il"l’l,
Wibley had to pass in. The rest
wathed.

No one thought of tea—except Billy
Bunter, who took advantoge of the
chance to prowl round the studics, ox-
annne cuphoards, and sample to an extent
that Ieft him for a brief space satiated,

* ’ i - - L

Mr. Quelch was pever an casy man to
size up; but one thing was alvways to be
counted wpon—he could recognise real
generosity amd vpselfishness. Moreover,
when hix intorest was aroused and his
sympathy was sceured, he would do more
than most men. :

Not many his responsible

men  in

‘position would have done what he did in

this case.

When Wharton and Vernon-Smith and
Squilf and Wibley and Peter Todd and
Tom Brown left the master's study,

S

i

Delaroy did not eome out with them, A
hittle later be and Mr. Quelch went over
to the old tower together. When dark-
ness came three people left Greyfriars in
n closed carriage for Courtfield Station.
Two came back next morning—Mr.
Quelch and Piet Delarer,

“We took him buck to his battalion,”
sald the Rebel “Oh, he'll get it fairly
stiff, of course, but that's no more than
he deserves. T guess he'll wipe the black
nmark off when thev get over there.
That's Jim Sorrell all over.” '

“How did Quelchy behave?” asked
Dick Rake,

“Mr. Quelch is the whitest man I
know," said the Rebel., And none who
heard doubted that lie meant it. I shall
say the same if I get the sack after all.
But he doesn’t think it will come to that:
and I'm hopeful.”

It did not come to that. And no ono
was sorry that it did not—even Skinner
was wlad. :

They heard later how a wild tale had
drawn  suspicion from Greyiriars, and
sent the sergeant and his men hunting
the shore by Pegir. But for that Sorrell’s
cicape might not have been so easy.

Like Pharaoh of old. Rolcover major
hardencd his heart, and he refused to give
up his designa on the captainey.

But Bolsover’s chance—pdor enough at
best—had been completely ruined by the
grecdy laziness of Fishy and the H‘.‘iﬁaﬁ of
Dick Bussell.

The choice lay between Ilarry Wharton
and Peter Todd. '

Which would the Form choose?

(Don’t miss ““HEAD OF THE
POLL !’ — next Monday's grand
story of Harry Wharton & Co., by
FRANK RICHARDS.) P

BACK NUMBERS, Etc., WANTED.
By Caven, 6, Eaton Risa, Ealing—

good reliable typewriter, in
order. £1 offered,

By F. B. Frewin, 782, Fulham Road.
Fulham, B.W. — “4A Schoolboy’s
Honour.” Must be clean. 14d. offered.

Dy Miss Marjorie Giovanelli, High
Streat, Bishops Waltham, Hants—*The
Schoolboy TFarmers,” ‘‘Figgins' Fig-
Pudding,” “Sur?riﬂing the School,”
“Talbot's Triumph ' ; also any Noa. of
“Gem 7 and * Magnet " eariier than
summer, 1914. Btate price, please.

By John Boyle, 34, Randal Strect,
Daubhill, Bolton—"*Grevfriars Herald,”
Nos, 1-8.

By James Lofthouse, 105, Auburn
Street, Bolton--" lurree Bingh's Peril,”
“Wun Lumg’s Secret,” * Race Against
Time,” * Alonzo's Marvellous Mixture,'”
also “'Union Jack Library,” Nos. 450,
461, and “ Boys' Friend 3d. Library,”
No. 207. Full price offered.

By David acfarlane, 26, Albert
Bireet, Dundee—*" Magnet,” No. 5, also
“RBilly Bunter'’s Postal Order” and
“Bob Cherry’s Barring-Out”; *Gem.”
;Fi ging'  Fig-Puddmg,” * Nobody's

tudy.”

By Goeorge E. Gittins. 55, Bewdley

working

Road, Stourport—** Magnaet,” Nos, 1-
560; *“Gem," Nos. 1-370;  * Boys'
Friend,” Nos. 1-7%. Halfpenny each
offered.

By H. Taylor, Dover House. Rossmore
Road, Upper Parkstone, Dorset— .
“Magnet,” Nos. 1-400. Double -price

offceed: 4d. each for Arat ten.
write before forwarding.

Flease
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s Y 'S impossible !” raid  Bulstrode,
I “Iron’t falk to me about open
scholarehips ! Why, the chap’s
father keeps a bootshop in Friar-

dale here!” | ‘

“ Dick Penfold, the kid who brings our
hoota back when we have them soled !
said Hazeldene. *Oh, it's too thick !”

And Bolsover major sard it was
“Rot,” and Spoop, the  disgraceful
Snoop, thought it * Disgraeeful.” And
Skinner and Vernon-Smith—the Bounder
then, remember—were hot abont it, of
course.  And allogether things did not
promise well for Dick Penfold when he
came to (Greyfriars as a scholurship boy.

In eome ways it waa worse for him
even than for Mark Linley. And plucky
Mark had encugh opposition to live
down, in all conscience !

But Mark came froan far-away Lanca-
shire. Perfold was a Friacdaic lad, well
known to the scheol. Why, they knew
his o!d father—a mere village cobbler, as
the eads said. *“And a jolly good
robbler, too!™ said Bob Cherry, whao,
like 'Wharton, backeéd up the new hoy
from the frst.

The others did not think that mattered,
or that the fact that IDick's father was a
good, straightforward, hononrable man
mattered either. Thetr precions dignity
was galled by the idea of a cobbler’s son
being brought among them. Some of
their fathers had never done as much
uscful work in their lves as Dicld's father
did every week, very likely. But that
was a thing of no conscquence, The
snob does rot judge of value in this way.

The Head was a hittle hit agamst it,
not because he is a8 sncb, bat becavse he
faoresaw frouble prohably. He offered
sornothing in the way of a compromise

- the value of a year's tuition, Dick}
stood firm, and so did Dick’s {ather, who
held, quite rightly, that his son had
gualitiea to do himself eredit at any
school. 8o Dick came mto the unaceus-
tomed life, and met with gtony glarcs
when the Head himself brought him to
the Remove class-reom, and lought and
thrazhed 8kirner, to start swith. That
fight was {orced upon him. And Skmner
wishod, after it, t Le had not heen so
pressing.

He was put into the same study as the
Bounder, who made matters exceedingly
nneomfortable for him, of course, Then
he saved the Bounder's life in the Pool
of the Bark; but Vernon-Bmith did not
know till after Penfold had been taken
into the study ef the goodnatured
ATavly, who could not be a =nob if he
tried, who his rescuer was., [t made a
difference. Even in those days  Vernon-
Bmith knew what grukitmle maeant, and
though he might be hard enpugh, was
not surh as Bkinner.

Penfold has changed studies since then,
He now has Monty Newland and Trevor
as companions. Newland is one of the
right sort, o good fellow in every way.
Trevor—well, Trever might be worse,
e is pot a Skineer or a Snoop, any-
WAy,

One of the things which ofien tell
againat a scholarshin hov at a public
s:hoo! iz shortuess of pocket-money. Iis
people eannot afford to give him as much
as mioet fcllows have. And out of that
fart ariec sane unpleasaninesses. fle is
apt to be stranded in an emergency that
presents few difficulties to another boy
with a pound or two, or even a few
shillings, in bis pocket. Dick has suffered
in this way now and again. PBut, on the

No. 16.—DICK PENFOLD.

whole, his frugal rearing, like Mark
Linley's, and his level-headedness, have
saved him from feeling the pinch, as
vainer fellows with less ballast weunid.
But there have been tiunes when the
want of cash gave him heavy trouble—
the times when disaster threatened the
Little home at Friardale, and he was

worlesse to help. IHe 13 too Emud to
Egrmw what he cannot reasonably hope
to return ; and becanse of that his friends
—Mauly and the Famous Five, and

lenty of others now—cannot always hel
]::im as they would do if they could,
‘Once he fell into the grin of a great
temptation ; bul he resisted it, and won
free.

And once Peter Todd gave him real
help in Peter’s own queer, original way.
A five-ponpd mote meant much to the
Friur&aia home ; and Sir Hilton Popper
had offered a reward of just that sum
for informaticn leading to the discovery
of o cortain mizereant. Now, Peter waa
the tniscreant wanted, and he contrived
that Pick, quite innocently, shoulkld phrF
the informer and scoop the reward.
Peter was birched. But, as Peter said:
“There’s nothing like leather,” and
leather i the right plice kept FPeter
from any great suffering!

And, aguin, Teddy and Harry Whar-
ton and Bob Cherry helped Dick, while
Mauly played his part, and got his
uncle, Sir Reginald Broole, .who hap-
pened to be Mr. Penfold's landlord, and
who did not know of the hard practices
of his agent, to put things night. .

There was a cricket motch on that
day, and Wharton wes talked to for ot

gamea,

being on the field-throughout, as a cap-
tain should be, 1o ordinary cireumstances,
But it was Harry and Dick Peufold to-
mer who won the game for their side,

y put on 76 for the last wicket after
nine gone down for the beggarly
ecore of 24, and later Pen did the hat
trick, and the Bhell were defeated. Se
were the broker’s men !

Not even from Mark Linley would
Dick accept a loan, thongh he zdmitted
the force of Mark’s argument, that one
feliow who was r might swrely be
agllowed to help another in the same
position.

Pride, traly, but the right cort of
pride—tbhe pride that helps o fellow
through life. A pride that is as far from
foclish snobbery as anything can be—
that does not keep this {ine, clear-cyed
youngster from gomg down on half-hobi-
days when n to help mend boots.
Al honour to Eﬂfhiﬁl‘iéﬂ 43 that! '

It was Dick’s ekill as o photographer
that got Hazeldene out of an awkward
scrape, when Snoop ﬁ]ﬂ‘t-#ﬂ.‘-'lj to deprive
him of his place in the footer team hy
a fzked %I'lﬂfﬂ ghowing him at his old

ick won Marjorie’s gratitude
y that—and Marjorie Haxeldenc's
gratitude 18 well worth winning !

.. NEXT WEER : ¢
'FISHER T. FISH. " §
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IN A LAND OF PERIL!

Author of “Officer and Trooper," ‘“Cornstalk Bob,” A Son ol the Sea,” etc., etc.

!
5 By BEVERLEY KENT, ;
j
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SYNOPSIS OF PREVIOUS CHAPTERS.

Bob Musters arrives in Cape Town 1o |
racet his cousin, Jasper Orme,  Jasper
sends him up country with a scoundrel
named Falk, and 1t i3 rnade apparent
that Taik and Jasper are in league to
put Bob out of the way, Disgusted with
I'aik’s bad treatment, Bob cscapes, in
cotnpany with Ted O'Brien. an Irish boy,
and they take with them the map which
shows the spot where a ftreasurs. is
located, and which it was ¥Faik's aim
to seize, The two lads push on into the
wilds, aund are captured by savagcs.
They are imprizoned in a kraal, and food
is brought to them by n slave of their
captors. Mendi, the slave, helps Boby and
Ted to escape. e tells them of a mys-
terious ancient ¢ity under a lake. Mendi
takes his companions up country into the
remote wilds, where they meet with
MacGregor, an okl Scot, long resident
with the natives. Bob is acclaimed by
the savages as their chief, but Mopo, &

warrior, challenges him as a rival, 'Ted
knocks Mopo senseless, .
. A Battle of WHis.

As DMopo fell hefore Ted'sa fist,

MacUGregor gripped Bob by the erm.
The Jad, his fists still clenched, wus step-|
ping forward, and the savages had ceascd
shouting in sheer horror, . '

“ Dinna stir " MacGregor urged. “ A’
may yet come richt, but ye maun keep
oot o' thia!"

The lad's impulse was to shake himaelf
free; but the gravity of the old Beoteh-
man's tone made him panse. ]

Mopo woa on his feet in an instant,
and Ted etood ready for the rush. But
' MacGrogor intervened,

“Thou hast

“ Stand back!” he eried,
spoken of the rrﬂphmw,_ Mopo, and it
maun be fulilled to the latter!” By it you
claim to do battle, but naught in the

prophecy gives you the right to choose

with whom, Iana' thig truth, O Eampa,
wisest of medicite.men?  Is it not by the
ortents you juwdge, an’ fime woe not on
ere?

Meopo turned to Kampa.
spread out his hands,

“There i3 naught in the prophecy that
givee Mopo, son of Zinda, richt of
chowee,” ho said. “Yet can he claim:
battle, Of the portonta of which you
speak I do not comprehend.”

“And maun I uaravel a' the riddles for
ye!" MaclGregor scoffed. “Then so let
it bo! Tlearken, all! Upen tha portents
hang the propheecy. For was it not
proved whon I came amongst ye, and
when tho wolves of the Kandalzi scourged
yel- And is it not thus proved now that
the great chief Kanza iz nigh unto!
death, an’ in the verra nick o' time the
Young whiteface comes to take his
throne? And now the victim is claimed,
and the claim is answered. And by
whom? By him whom the prn;::-hm:r has
ordained to boe the victim! 'There he
atands!™

And he pointed to Ted, .

The blood flushed to Bob's face. Ho
gazed in disguet at MacGregor, thinking

The latter

that the Beot intended to sacrifice Ted.

——— e YR

“No, no!" ho shoutod,

But Kampa's voice rang out loud and
triumphant. :

“Thon hast truly read the portents,
O DBarelegs, wisest of men!” he cried,
“And as_thou sayeet, ao shall it be!
Mopo, there stands thy vietim! Thus
ahall thy vengeanes glut itsclf; and vet
the youug ruoler wlo comes from afar
shall rule over us, as the prophecy saith,
Sharpen 1y axe—smite hard! We waich
thy prowess!"”

Ted did not wince. His face was pale,
but his lips were firmly compressed, and
his eyes arnnn stoadily.

Bob sprang forward,

*“Am I thy chief?” he eried,

“Thou haat spoken!" all shouted.

“*Then hearken unto me I the lad con-
tinued, his voice ringing firm and clear.
“As thy chief I order: for ve it is to
obey | {h:- I aflt-.al: sooth ¥

‘s

id ' AF .

€ I{{m I forbid this battle! With none
but me shall Mopo, son of Zinda, fight !
Hear ye, and tremble!"

Tho great crowd stood ailent. But the
old medicine-man came a step nearer,

“Thou dost rule by the laws that come
from the unknown, O mastor, bus
these same laws art thou slso ruled 1™ he
sald, " Thou ecanst not gainsay the winds
and the thunder, nor stop the water that
comes forth from the earth, nor the clouds
that darken the sun. Therefore ia it
that thou canat not have thy will in this.
What sayest thou, O Barelege?”

“I canna deny it," MacGregor replied,

Bob turned.

“Are you a coward?"” he eried, * Do
%ﬂll mean {09 let my chum be killed?

ou can stop this, and vou've pot to
stop it! IF wvou don’t, we three go down
together, for I have wy rifle, and I'll puat
a bullet inke yon as scon as into that
black willaip--——" :

But MaecGregor was chuckling.

“Eh, man, an’ wad ye spoil sport?*" he
asked.  “ Ne'er hae I been so tickled sin’
the old student days in Edinburgh.
Gosh, but this hrings them back to me!
And yon lad has tidy inuscles for one
8o young, and an eye like 2 hawk. "Twill
be a rare fecht, an’ no mistake!”

“A fight " Bob said, in contempt.

“An nll power to it! But lie Linw. or
va'll &poil evervthing! There's that
fellow Mopo starting {o sharpen his axe
already, and he'll nip in with it onee he
likes the edge he's got on it! Nao lifi
your arm, and call on them to stop that
jublz:?ring, and tell them I have much to
S8V,

“And you're going to save Ted?"”

“Why. man, he was never in danger
whiles T was here!” MacUregor an-
swered, his aged eves iwinkling. “[sit a
coward and a raseal ve take me for? But
don't waaste time. I know the simple
ritinds of these poor, benighted fellows,
ary I can twist this fool prophecy found
my fingers like a piecoe of twine, ™

ob stepped forward. -

“Peaco!” ho commanded. “ For the
great Bareleps would epeak onee more!”

The Lhubbub died away. Mopo ceased
from sharpening his sxe, and Scowled
apprehensively,

=
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“ Hearken, and weigh well what I say!
Thou, Kampa, shalt answer my queations
befors thy tribe, and by thy anawers shall
the pruphuu;: bo made plain,” MacGregor
gatd. ““Is 1t not troe that a victim can
be claimed by Mopoi”

“That iz indeed
maodicine-man rfeplied,

“'Tis well! And also is it net in thy
mind that vonder voung whiteface, who
hath alveady brought Mopo to the dust, -
shall La the vietime™” j

“Thou speakest truth. But wherefore
go back to talk of what is alrcady
known?"

“For that we may do rightly what
hath been ordained. Said the prophecy
that blood must be spilt?”

“Houf! Blood must be apilt ! cried
Mopo, his face lit up with savage joy.

“Hold thy peace, fool!” M:mG]rf:-gﬁr
sald sharply, - “Kampa, what sayest
thou?" . :

“Thy worda are the words of wisdom,”
the medicine-man replied.

MacGregor softly atroked his beard.
He looked shrewdly into the crowd of
rapt facece,

“Then blood must indeed be apilt!™
he said. " Buf who i3 ‘Mopo that he
should decide the manner thereof?"

There was a pause. ~ All turned to seo
how Kampa took this  question.. He
stared open-mouthed back at MacGregor.

“Waa it ordained that Mopo, the great
brave, should use his axe through fear?”
MacGregor asked, with a sneer. “Ia
Mopo a coward, and doth he seek to
slay hig victim without hurt to himself *
Will Mopo tremble and his great limbs

true ! the old

-be as a babe's when the young whiteface

ruba his nose in the dust®”

With a vell, Mopo eprang forward,
swinging his axe round his head.

“Thou art an old man, Barelegs, but
I will not brook such talk from thee!”
he ered.

“"Tis thy folly I would guench—thy
madness in  daring to interpret the
prophecy which tho great Kampa alone
cul solve !” MacGregor retorted. “ Blind
and arrogant fool! Who art thou to
ventura on such a quest? Go, ask the
forgivences of Kampa, and parirapﬁ_. be-
cause of thy youth, he may forgive!
"Tia for the wise Kampn to say how the
fight shall go. Speak, Kampa! What
sayest the prophecy of this?”

“There is naught of this!” Kampa
replied, _

“Then let Mopo put down his axe!"
MacGGregor insisted, " For as the Aght
began, so-should it finish ! = As the young
whiteface smote Mopo, so let Mope smite
the whiteface, if he can !

The savages clapped their hands.

“I will not give up my axe!” Mopo
yelled. * None shall mako me! For am
I not a_warrior—], an-cu, son of Zinda
—and I8 not my axe —"

" Darest thou to defy Kampa 7' shouted
MacGregor. **Wilt thou cast dust on
of the great medicine-man?
What sayeth Kampa to this ?”

The old medicine-mman’s eyes blazed.
This sbrewd thrust had stung his pride,

“ Moapo, son of Zinda, fool, and son of

{Cantinved from page 19.) -
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a fool,” Le stormed, “drop thy axe. or
I will vast my spells over thee! Face
the young whiteface as he faced thee 7

“Then it's settled | MacGregor sad,
“Now, Bob, vou see my meamng !
We're going to have half a dozen good
rounds, [ guess, and I back Ted every
time ! Ted, lad, punch him hard, and
dinva bother about Queensberry rules!
These chaps dinna, so why need yo "

Ted looked roun. _

“1f only T could get a blackthorn m
my fist 1'd feel as happy as a bied I he
remarked. Y Boxme wso’t Just ooy
line, as 1t is in Bob's. Bull, 1t's some-
thing 1o sce the last of that axe, and 1
won't grumble at a pair of black eyes.
Now, Mopo, fool, and son of a foul, come
on, and Tl give you a taste of Donny-
brook 7

He pulled off Ins coat,

“You're my secomd, Bob.” he
o, CUesr the cowrse, Mr. MacGregor !
The sooner it's over the quicker it will
Iw: hinished.”

Muopo stood silent and suiky.

“Time!™ Bob ervied,

Mopo did wot stie, Tl
towards him.

“Put up your dukes " he oried,

“1 fight not as babes {fight I Mopo
grunted, ¥ Nor can blood thus be spilt,
as hath been ovdained I

“Puneh him on the pose ! That wall
Fyven Bim up!” MacGregor chockled.
= And be quick on your feet, lad, for he
has twice vour streungth! Anpd i e
grips ve, ‘twill go hard with ve !

Ted walked right up to Mopo, who
stood with arms folded and scorn on his
face.

“ULome an ! the lad =and.

Mopo did not stir,

“Thean take that—and thai !”

Ag Ted spoke he struck twice, landing
each biow on the savage's face. Stung
with pain, Mopo uttered an ear-piercing
vell, and sprang forward to clutch him.
But Ted was too quick. Side-stepping,
he let out, and caught his adversary on
the side of the head, sending hin stagger-
ing, with arms outstretched, to save
himsell from a fall,

Full of fury now, Mopo swung round,
and made in again at Ted. The lad
struck hard, but could not stop him,
They both went down together, and juat
when it seemed that Mopo would grip
him Ted rolled away.

Now they weoere on their feet together,
and again Mopo rushed. Tad changed
his tactics, Ile dropped to his hauds and
knees, dived between the savage's legs,
hunched his back, and sent bun fying,
two yards away, flat on hna face,

A wild cheer rang forth. All the tribe
was delighted. The men and women
clapped thair hands, the children danced
in thewr excitement.

Mopo slowly arose.  His lips were
iwitehing, blood was slowly trickhng from
his forebead. 1le glared ar Ted, then
he faced Maels. egor. _

“1 Hght no more,” he said, “for tlia
15 no warrior light., Yet do T not yield
to thee or to Kampa'! The prophecy
shall he fulblled, and by axe, and not
only one whtteface shall fall, Hearken
unto that, €) Barelegs, cunning trickster
that thou art! ‘Tremble,
ro, but anon we shall meet again, and
then shall be a day of reckoning 17

He walked to the spot where hiz axe
lay, picked it up, awd torning to smile
mockingly at Bob.

Then, without another word, he strode
throuch the crowd,

advanced

The New Chef.

Away over the plain sirode Mopo, and
a great hush followed. It was broken
by Melregor.
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“kanpa,” he said, 1 and my friends,
Let the great

will focllow speedily !
tribe veturn to the kraals |7

The savages obeved., MacGregoer cast
lmself down, and Ted and Bob sat on
eithey side.,  The old Scotsman seemed
very thoughtful,

“We're up against trouble ! he ae-
mnrked. “'That fellow Mopo has friends,
yoo ken: and it was iniended for Inm to
ritle hore when the oid chief pegged vot !

“Theon T clear out of this ! DBob
replied.  * You'll come along, Ted, won't
you ¥ And I dare sayv Mendi will go with
ua !’

“'ve no great relish to stay on,” Ted
replied.  ** Nice job I was let in for to
start with! [ guess I would sconer be

Com my lonesome than moeting that hlood-
Cthivsty clisp Mopo overy few nonntes,

went |

ald man! 1

. chief when he does,
cvou'll be able to put anvone vou like in

prowhng aronnd with los axe!  Ugh!
Besides, who wants Lis rotten job ¥ Whao
wants ta be chiefl of a crowd like that?
We ought to scoot, and not rob him of
what is his due, and no catch for Bob,
anvway !

“That's cloan impessible ! Ye dinna
ke those savares as 1 do,” MacGregaor
said, " For sixteen years yed lived
ariiong them, an’ 've learned the ways

LI |

o' them

“What do they really want s
asked,
M Its a lang etory. and 1 winna go
nto it the noo ! the Bcot answered.
“But once they were saved from de-
gtriction by a Britisher,”

“Who was the man?’

“Well, it was I who managed
business, if you're sae keen to hoar,

Bab

the
And

ein’ then they have always felt that they |

will not be safe without a white man
amongst them. Now that they've got
vou,they won't let you go. You'll have
to fall in with their wizhes.

“But you don’t mean that I'm to spend
all my hife here ?" Bob asked, aghast,

“Of course T dinna ! It i but a matter
of gnt-ting thetr trust, and then YO Can
do #s you like. Thev're waiting for
Kazna to die. You'll on hae to be
But before long

vour place.  Thuat s, if vou knock out

that roflinn Kaseohiki and his  crowd
=t !

“And, meantime, Maopo i

“Mopo 18 your encmy, mak’ no

i Mo | 1 i = L]
mistake ! He'll hae your life of e can!

But there are three of us together now,
and we ought to be more fhan o mateh

111

for bhim !

“ Andd the treasure" Ted said. ** Has
It come to this—that wo've come fifteen
hundred miles without a charwe of
getting it 1" '

MacGregor tugged al his beard. His
melancholy eves seemed to be pazing
into the past.

“1 cam’ near to lay my hands on that
treasure once,” he said.  ““It's a qoueer

thing, but ever sin’ then 've had a feel- |
i MacGregor explained.

mgr that it would be mine yet.”

Both lads stared at him 1n some oxeite-
nent.

“Pell us about it!” Bob urged.
“We've told vou our tale-—how weo
trekked up here with Faik; the row we
had with him, and howe we got ihe map,

i and all the rest!”

“I chanced to vead about that treasure
over  thirty  wears agone, when first [
landed i South Afriea as o yvonng mon,”
MaclUiregor began. 1 didpa think much
about the tale at the tine, but I cam® up
country, I was a great hunter in those
daves. aud made gude profit oot of
elephant tusks. I've had as mueh as two
thouzand pounds’ worth in a waggon at a
time, And. bving amongst the natives,
1 heard tales.of the treasare, off and on,
for nigh ten years,™ '

i

Ty

1y

“O0h, go on I said Tiob, ne e paused.

“The thocht o it grew on me,
couldna belp thinkin® the tales wore true.
Then, i Cape Town, I locked into auld
books again. 1 wrote homy anid a eloaver
chiel, who bad made a =tody of African
history from the carliest days, told me
thore might woeel be teath i the stors.
There were cities here thousands of years
ago—ay, long boefore the rime aobf the
Romans, and that’s going buack vneo’
Fart??

“T've read that, too,” Rob suid.

“ Most fulks ken it the noo,”” MacGregor
continued. “T was always maoving
about, ad wherever 1 went L picked up
all the knowledge 1 could from all the
races I came across, At last 1 loeated
the treasure in yonder lake,  But what o
lake i 18!

He drew a sharp breath as he stopped.

“1s it so very large?” Ted asked.

“Bome hundreds of nules in length:
but that's naething comparcd to other
things about it, of which ve’ll kear later,”
MacGroegor replied. “I  had made
money, as I tauld ye, and T chucked hunt-
ing, aod spent a fortune in loecating this
lake,  Then I locked round for some folk
tu tinance the enterprisc. Jasper Ornic
amd Faik backed me up.  DBut they were
treacherous.  They bribed the men I took
with me to leave moe in the Jurch when 1
had discovered evervthing, and to return
and tell them.”

“The curs!™ Beob said.

“Avy!  They knew [ could never get
the ftreasure single-handed, and they
reckoned on my death alone,” MacGregor
went on.  ** After great privation, [ got
#s far as here, and hero I've lived ever
since, That's the tale in brief !”

“And yon are game to have another
try ¥ Bob urged.

“I'm an old wan, and Vm ready to
take the risk., 1 haven't ImrF tao live,
onyway,’ MacGregar replied. " But

virre two lads, wi' long lives before ye.
To tell yo the truth, 1 think you ought
to give up the quest!”

“*But what have we to lose™ Tod
urged.  ** We're penniless.  Does a chap
cver make a fortune without a fght for
1t ?"’

“ And sce what we have to gain,” Bob
sard,  “And it's not as if wo're starting
on & wild-goose chase, if you coma with
us.  You said that once vau nearly got
it. You know where it 1s.  Why, with
that knowledge and yoor experience half

ray

the battle is won before we start |

“Ye dinna ken what ye're in for,”
Mac(Gregor said, in solemm tonesa. " Tho
chances are o' against your cver gotling
back. It’s not because 1 had ihe ]u{ri’(
once that we'll have it again!’

“If vou're ready to face the risk, we
are,’” Bob replied.

MacGregor pondered for a  few
moments. '

“Then we'll tak’ it together,” he said.

“ And how soon can we start?” Bab
asked,

“That depends on the men here.”

“They won't liks
to lose sight of ye. Auld Kampa said
as much, and he, as lirst medicine-man,
is the most powerful, next to Kazna, the
chief. ¥¢'ll have to promise to como
hack, and to rule when Kazna dies, and
to pay oot Kaasohiki and his erowd,
Then perhaps they may consent.”

Bob hestated. -

“1 can’t promise io go in for a lot of
useless slaughter,” he =zil. 1 don’t
mind the rest they want, though 1t does
seem awlul rot!” .

“"There are more ways than one of
dealing with Kaasohiki; but maybe ye'll
only be too glad to fight him before the
fnish,” MacGregor said. * 1f he attacked
the crowd, wouldn't ye fight to save
them 7" '

' (Continued on page 20.)
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“OF course T would ™

“Hs o promise yoo o can easlly oanake,”
MacCerezor pesevied, v “I'is Vike ene' hin
will attaek them seain: be lins vowmd te
e s And as Uve sand, you can knoek
Lim oot without biood-keed,  Woe'll Hud a
way ™

A rieli T

Muclevogor slowly rose. iy this time
the savages had disappeaced over  the
brouw of the hall,

“Weld better follow themn,™ the old
Scotehman remarked,  * Kivna will want
toy ~ee ye, and there'll e o lot of jubila.
tion to-night, and yo'll Lave to play vour
poark as the future ehief,  Arnyvhow, they'll
e s o good feed, and-—"

“And thar will make up foroa let )7
Ted laaghed.  ** For T'me awtolly bangey ]
Lot vs gk novonve ane o Just longing
for o good spuare mead 17

The sun was sinking, and as they drew
near to the village the hight faded rapidly,
Thee villagr was Larven, and hid ont inoce

(ontinued from poc

L T ST

i

T":E‘-*fli”}" Flier 1oist, Mool srogrnr 0o
ploanad  that an oWl ous had  Twen
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For Neit Monday :
“HEAD OF THE POLL!”
Ey Erank Bichards,

T this story wo come Lo che e of
Nemove Eloction Carrpeign, nmd aftes
viendding 1l oy readers will kiiow whethier
Havey Wlharton, Petes Toadd, or Peceival
Liodsover is i fnture Lo act as e Forng's
leader, It s nol giving away mich to
say that Bolsover's cinoces is a very
srnall one; but more than that T decline
to tell. The first crickot “mateh of (he
ROeASGIL COMes nto the srory o amd von will
Irarn, too, how Peter Vodd fell among
the s of Horbeliffe and canme in fur
soma very roleh amd anfatr trealment,
wind  how  the Caterpilar and  Frank
Conrtenny, likethe Lovite o the PParable
of the Good Samariten, pas-cd by on the
other stde, Jand who it was that plaved
the Bamaritan’s part, The soen is packed
with tnctdent, awd, 25 1 recont stories,
glnost all the members of the emove
ares brought upon the stage at one time
or another in it T o nst beliove many
veaders are tived of the Famous Five,
but T can quite uiderstan:sd (e wisly Lix
Jrcar move of Bake, Sqotft, Tom Brown,
aid ofhevs, which dras been freqoemnly
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f of which there wees seveval howldeed - hag
heen  carvefully pot wogetiar, Az the
three approached, (e veed pipes plaved
accaity, ol thiey walked bebweer two roswas
af natives down the mein path, which led

to a massive kvanl i the centee, e
Boampa stood awatting them
Much to Ted's amusement, Le pros-

trated himsell before Dol, whe flosted
with  annoyance, amd, addeessinge  Lim
with awe, he told e Tad chat Kazaa was
walting to recetve hun,
“Amd what of Meogwe”
asked, :
“Mopo, with bitterness in Lis heast,
hath gone forth,” Kuompa replisd, * Bt

MucGivipar

what care we now?  Maps ren o doones
[varmy |
Mactiveger  shruweed  Bis shoudders,

He was of o very different apinion.

CaAnd where are the voung white olief
winl his friend o five® he asked.

“That v for the grear Kazna o
i]i'l'.ii:ln-“

AL E':I_'_'l"u-’_: vl oarer 3vonadoeee L :
MuacClvegor  answered, U o
Kampa, can warl otaide

They possed ite the keanl, A vosh-
light was burning, and by ks feehile rays
they saw a very old maa Iyisg on o roegh

Xy e

patlel,  His Faee bad fallen 1n: las oves
witrre lusteoless: s ficoare wa Ny
hrunken, Bt despite his osoe amld

woeaknesa, b eataed bimscl, sl sboeed
lome ot Tiob. e

“Rarna, tlus 1~ the greond whnte elicf
baat was Forctold” Maelicesor said,

“Ard hig nang ™ the old moan astoed,

- QIVILITY !

The  telephone bell im0 the @3 torig]
reot rang the other afbeenoon, and one
of 1y colengues arawercd 1t 5 Are you
the editor of the Maoxer?" eame the
question, UL osm ook, was dhe repiy,
“Then put me on to him 1" barked the
Frereder whoo b called up.

[oabid sk o o the telopluse, T don's
really want telophone enlls even from
readers who arve pelite, T have said that
Lofore,  These ealls waste teo  much
1y, Al are a Lerpihie lterrnption to
work,  But I simply decline to talk to
anyorue who liss no more manners than
this particular veader sooms o hove !

It is not o litle rhing, thi=.  No o
wants servility  wn least, no one whnoue
opiion  Is wertd anonvthing (Joes. Lt
o ]J}{-?El:if-.‘" gl o hank Gudt L e fesaotes
most of s learn es were kiddiea, aud it
i3 a0 Pty to Torged them cnticely,  1ode-
nesa 14 nob indepeogdence, T iy L o
sigrn of 1, ek itois on Lad stgn, 1Y sy

a T

walit .-|1:_1.'1]nii!-,:, n-% crvilly, Thon't Lus
atradd of beinge polite, That i what

wems to be the mutter with some boys.

You are never owered by - polffonies,
ol b,
I dow't advacats sole wopds tor thin

tyvant or the bully, T don’t bar bnttiage
Lk when yon aee hit, T that s alto-
gether snotier motter. Politoress and
true Lmility have some connection. switd,
oue ahother, becansa the troe god ! poog)
Levtnility covsists rallior G a0 abseis of
swarntke  aboirt yoweself than in oa low
opnien of vourselt, Tt 15 no gl proingr
about  thirking  yoursell o roisorelle
=
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“My name ia Lob Muste.s,” the lic
CHETD

The ald vin besst forwasd, and gased
Liarder, ‘

“ More Tight 1 hie sandl

Thure wire other torehe in ihe Lruaal,
ateld Mosddrewor Lt them all MNot forca

secotud ol Kasna take his gose feom
Fob's tuec,  ATer sonee waine o= e sande
hack.

“Thon art not e fest ef t7 varo la
come to this fand,” he said. *This is
air praen, '’

Bab started,

“Aa o young roan my father lived
ot yearvas in Africa,” be savk a

“Awl T am old, and T forger ek,
Kazna answered.  ** And [ would | coukd
reinember,  Bal whother 1 shoold then
be [remd or cnemy to thee T koow nod,
Fhy face! 1 have scen it Twefore, and
there was great fighting, and T swore 1
vonthil be revenged, but agamsk whone |
do ot now know. For if 1 bl enemies,
Loateer himd frionds,  There is aue, sl
b can tell. et Mopo cone here!
his memory T will jindge, for often Laves
[ rold hum she tole” :
cMypetirewor grasped  Bob by o dhe
shoilfidy > '

“T amnast et ont of this, an® waste nae
tme M e whispered. #Ped; va'll have
to gang wi' nws . Btay Lere, Bob, antil
;'-‘;'s return.  Don't gtir, s vou valne yours
ifo !

enfendid  tnstalment  next
weel, | .

e TR e

{ Aol

=

That muy le hiunble, bt in
A muserabls worm
polite 1o everyone on tha
nattvally his
supertor ! I owant yoen to Le P e
without thinking at ali about ELperiors
or inferioes, or juct where gou comwe in.
o Just whers the prrson von are talk ing
to connes 1, ' L Dolite, L short, . ook
of soll-respect, which is a Lhiny fur apart
Trom swink.!” "Swanli mges self-cotce ik,
and that teieds to roden, ss througl ex-
altntion of your-clf and degreciation of =
otiers. A proper self-respet helps you
to be polita to other peopls.  As vou
have your rights, so they have Hmil';a_ L
think voen will see my poing,

A SAILOR LAD'S TESTIMONY.

A week or two ngo printed o lotter
fronn A soldier Ind who had st thizig (o
fay nbout two correspondents who had
made the queer stalement that soldiess
and sailors roolly cnre nothing «Lont 1w
Compatnon papers.  Sinee then g lettor
has veached me from one of the Loys in
blue, who says: ' R

WOTTTY,
quité the wrong way,
ought to bp
ground tact overvone s

' 4 ¥ " it - .
Let me st give you TLY OWIL, CRGE.

a0 proot whetlier 1 o5 albrnt

1 SO
papers. I lave vead them s, they
MAauxkr was n halfpenay  form, gnd -

; oo ran as a serial
in qflllf" " Bovs Frovnd s ard ITCHEY O
readiing them. At present iy ship i«
stationed wt Alexandoia, aod if [ fail to
gef iy papers from bome T bay herr
wahiare ot 250, cach.. Thgt loeks ps if -
care o bit—ehv ] wish I hoil the il vss
of Mishwr wad Dovd., [ should like
give  them any personal  opinjon of
thew 17 :

MWeocan guess i, old fellow.,  Musior
Fisher aud Mastor Doy will Kindly wuy-
adtfer thomselves as heing -regarded widl,
i ilmost despisery —as Aussy sayve—I
miy esteerned corresponden: - O lyebs

102 yien !

By

F



